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By ng 1 sc EN ge RN 


3 Boniface running. IBar-Sell rings 


Bon, FNHAMBERLAIN, Maid, * blasen 


| Cherry ; all aſleep ? all dead? 
Ear Cherry runuing. | 
Chir: Here, here. 9 d ye bau! ſo, father ? te | 


* think we have no eats? 


Bon. You deſerve to have none, you young minx ; * 


The company of the Warringt n coach has ſtood in the 
hall this hour, and nobody to ſhew them to their chambers. 


Cher. And let *em wait, father, there's neither red | 


| coat in the coach, nor footman behind it. 


Bon. But they threaten to go to another ion to- dight. | 
_ Cher. I hat they dare not, fur fear the coachman ſhould 


| overturn them to-morrow— [ Ringing] Coming, coming : : 
here's the London coach arrived, : 


Ener ſeveral people awith t1 ante, — & 5 
Bon. Welcome, ladies. 2 
n 


| Cher. Very welcome, gentlemen— 


1 95 ſhew the Lion and he Roſe. abt with the companys 
RE Ts * Aimwell ia 4 riding-habit, Archer as * | 


Bon. This way, this way, gentlemeu. 5 
Aim. Set down the * * to the fable, and fre "<0 


my horſes well rubb'd. 


Arch. I ſhall, fir. [Baits | 
Aim, You're my landlord, I [fo ofs. 1 . 
Bon. Les, fir, Im old Wil. iſace, pretty well By 


known upon this road, as the ſaying is. 


Aim. O! Mr. Boniface, your ſervant, | 
Bon. O! fir, —— what will your honour pleaſe. * > 


ö drink, as the ſaying is ? 


Aim. I have heard your town of Lickfield mock famed - 


for ale, I think; I'll taſte that, 


Bon. Sir, I have now in my cella: ten tun of the beſt | 
ale in Staffordſhire ; *tis ſmoorh as oil, ſweet as milk, 


dlear as amber, zd firong as band, and will be juſt 
fourizen years ald the 6 dav of ne March 


Aim. Yoo're very exact, IL find, io tte age of your ale. : 
Bon. As |:.utual, fir, as | ain in che age of my chil- 


| dren; Pl ſhew you ſuch ale Here, tupher, bosch 
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vumber 1787, as the ſaying is ;—-fir, you ſhall taſte my 
Anno Domini— II have lived in Lichfield, man and 
boy, above eight · and- fifty years, and 1 believe have” ot OI 

conſumed eight-and-fiity ounces of meat. 
Ain. At a meal, you me an, if one may gueſs your ene 
dy your bulk. 1 
Ke | _ Son. Not in my life, fic: 1 have fed purely upon ale; - 
. 2 have eat my ale, drank my ale, and 1 always fl: * upon 


. Hoey Tapfter with a Tankerd. | : 
T7. Now, $ fir, you ſhall fee : your Worſhip's health: af de Þþ 
| licious, delicious fancy it 1 only _— * N 
and 'tis worth ten ſhillings a quart, „ 
Aim. [ Drin] Tis confounded ſtrong. a+ 
: Bon. Strong! fe muſt be ſo, or how would we be flrovg Sa 
that drink it? ä 
| torts” © And have you lived fo long pon this ale, land- + Þ 
Von. Eight-a and-fifty years, upon my credit, fir, bus. 8 
it kill'd my wife poor woman, as the ſaying is. 8 
Aim. How came that to paſs? „ 
Bon. I don't know how, fir; ſhe wankd « not 1 the. k ; 


ale take its natural courſe, fir ; he was for qualifying it 
every now and then with a dram, as the ſaying is; and |} 
an honeſt gentleman that came this way from Ireland, 
made her a preſent of a dozen bottles of Uſquebau 8h * 
dut the poor woman was never well after: But, however, 
I was obliged to the gentleman, you know. 
Ain. Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her? 
Bon. My lady Bountiful ſaid ſo—ſhe, good lady, did : 
what could be 3 ſhe cured her of three rr 
* Þut the fourth carried her off; but bes happy and I'm 
contented, as the ſaying is. 5 
Aim. Who's that Lady Bountiful, you mention'd ? 
Don. Ods my life, fir, we'll drink her health. [Drink] ! 
My Lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of women: her laſt 
duſband, Sir Charles Bountiful, left her worth a thouſand I 5 
pounds a year; and, I believe, ſhe lays out one halſon't * 
Inn charitable uſes for the good of her neighbours: ſne 
: cures all diſorders incidental tomen, women, and children; 
in ſhort, ſhe has cured more people in and about Lichfield 
within ten years, than the doctors have Kid in twenty, 
and that's a bold word. 
Aim. Has the wy becn any other way uſeful | in ber 4. 
| eneration? _— ' 


Aud fo a man, you know, would not 
he's no better than- 


2 ia town, as the ſaying is 4 
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Don. Yes. fir, ſhe has a daughter by Sir Charles, the 
fineſt woman in all our count:y, and the greateſt fortune: 


She ha a fon too, by her firit huſband, Squire Sullen, 
who married a fine lady from London t 'other wy; ; if you cM 
. pleaſe, fir, well drink bis health. 8 


Aim. What ſort of a man is _ 1 
Bon. Why, br, the man's well 2 ; Gays lite, . 


thinks leſs, and does—oothing at all, - W's but de s 4 : 
- man of great eſtate, and valves nobody. 


Aim. A ſportſman, I ſuppoſe ? 
Bon. Yes, fir, he's a man of pleaſure ; "he live at 


 whiſt, and ſmoaks his pipe eight and oy hours WT 


ſometiats. | 
Aim. A fine ſportſman truly! an? married, you ſay? 
Bon. Ay, and to a curious woman, fir, —bot he's a— 


: * wants it here, Bro. [Pointing to n.. 


Aim, He has it there, you mean. 
Bon. That's none of my buſineſs, he? ä my landlorg, = 


to me; | pay him his rent at quarter-day ; I have a good : 


= running-trade ; ; have but one daughter, and [ can give 8 
ber —but no matter for that. 


Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface ; pray. what | 
other company have you in rown # © | 


Bon A power of tine ale; 3 and then. we have the 


F ench «flicers. 


Aim. O that's rigbt, you Hin a ood many of thoſe 


_ g-niiemen ; pray, how do you like their company ? 


Bon, 80 well, as the ſaying is, that I could wiſh we had 
as many more ot em; th.y are ſull of money, and pay 


double for every thing they have; they know, fir, that 
ve paid good round taxes for the taking of 'em, and ſo 
they are willing to reimburſe us a little : one of em 
lodg es in my houſe. Enter Archer. 


Arch. Landlord, there are ſome Prench gentlemen be- 


lo, that aſk for you, 


Bon. l'Il Gait on em 


Does zour ryaſter day hay 


Arch, I can't tell, as the R is. 
Bon. Come from London * 
Arch. Na! 


Bon. Going to Lerdon, may hap? 


Arch, No, | Oo” 3 
BY hy Bon, 


but I-cod, ; 
fi:, my humble PR to you. 
3 {Dr inks. J Though I value not a farthing what he can do 


[To Archer. > 
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© Bon, g odd fellow this; [Bell Mgr.] Thee your wor- 
ſhip's pardon, Tl wait on you in halt a minute. 5 
In. The coaſt's clear, [ ſee — Now, my r Archer, 
welcome to Lichfielc. 5 
Arch. I thank thee, my dear brother i in x iniquity. 
Aim. Iniquity ! prithee, leave canting ; you need not 
chang your ſtyle with your dreſs, 
Arch. Don't miſtake me, Aimwell, for %is fill my 
maxim, that there's no ſcandal like rags, nor any crimes | 
ſo ſhameful as poverty. Men muf} not be poor; idle- 
veſs i is the root of all evil; the world's wide enough, let 
'em buſile : fortune has taken the weak under her pro- 
s, but men of ſenſe are left to their induſtty. 
Aim. Upon which topick we proceed, and 1 thick, 
| luckily hitherto ; would not any man ſwear now, that 1 
. am a man of quality, and you my lervant, when, 1t our 
| Intrinlic value were known— 
- Arch. Come, come, we are the men oof intrinſick 3 
0 can ſtrike our fortunes out of ourſelves, whoſe worth is 
3 — of accidents in life, ar revolutions i in govern- 
ment: we. have heads to get money, and hearts to 
nd it. : 
dim. As to our | hewes I grant ye they are as 48 
tits as any within twenty degrees; but I can have no 
great opinion of our heads from the ſervice they have 
done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they brought us from 
London to Lichfield, made me a lord, and you wy ſervant. 
Arch. That's more than you could 3 . 
But what money hare we left? | 
Aim. Bui two hundred pounds. 5 
Arch. And cur horſce, cloaths, ringe, &c. wht we 1 | 
very good fortunes now tor moderate pevple ; and let me 
tell you, that this two hundred pounds with the experience 
\ that wr are now maſters „f, 1s a better cſtetc than the ten 
thouſand we have ſpen:e. Ou friends indeed begen 
to ſuſpect that our pockets were lov, but we came off 
uich flying l ſigns of wanteither 1 in word ; 
or deed. ; 
Aim. Ay, and our going to Broſſels was a a good pre- 
tenct en0 4 gh tor our fudden diſappesring; and, war- 
rant you. Gur friends imagine, that we are 2 a vo- 
han Er ring. | 
Arch. Why, faith, if this projet fails, it muſt &en 
come to that, I am for venturing one of the hundreas, | 


it you will, oxen this knight-errantry ; but in caſe it 
| ſhould. 
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| ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome 


counte: ſcarp, where we may die as we lived, in a blaze. 
Aim. With all my heart, and we have lived july. 
Archer ; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our fortune. bs 
but that we have enjoyed 'em. 
Arch. Right; fo much plesſure for fo KAR money ; : 
we have had our penny-wor.hs ; and had I millions, I 
would go to the ſame market again, O London, London! 
Vell, we have had our ſhare, and let us be thankful : 
_ paſt pleaſures, for aught I know, are beſt, ſuch we are 
| ſure of; thoſe to come may diſtppoint us, But 
command for the day, and fo I ſubmit ;—At Notte * 


1 ham, you. know, I am to be maller. 


Aim And at Lincoln, I again. 
Arch. Then, at Nen I mount, whi ul I TER "3 
hall be cur laſt ſtage; for, if we fail there, we'll embark 
tor Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome Mars. 
Aim A Watch; [Euter Bonitace.] Mam, 1 
Bon What will your worſhip pleaſe to have for ſupper 1 
Aim What have you gotf | 
Bon. Sir, we have a delicate piece of beef in the pat. : 
and a pig at the fire. ; 


Ain. Good ſupper-meat, 1 muſt onfeſs —I can't 
eat beef, landlord. 


Arch. And I hate pig. 
Ain. Hold your prating, Grab ! do you know * 
you are? lde. 
Bon. Pleaſe to beſpeak fomrhing | elle; ;1 bare * 
thing in the houſe. 
Aim. Have you any veal? 
Bon. Veal! fir, we had a delicate loin of real on x Wed 
| neſday RB - 
Ain. Have you got any fiſh, or wild-fowl | ? | 
Bon. As for fiſh, truly, fir, we are an inland ton, and. 
: indifferently pr vided with fiſh, that's the truth on't ; but. 
then for wild-fow] !— We have a delicate chuple of rabbits. 5 
Aim. Get me the rabbits fricafleed, _ 
Bon. Fricaſſeed! Lud, * * eat much better 
_ fmother'd with onions. | 
 4rch. Plhaw! Rot your onions. 7 
Aim. Again, lirrah ; — Well, landlord, what you' 
5 pleaſe; but hold, I have a ſmall ahares oi monev, and 
pour houſe is fo full of ſtrangers, that J believe it ma 
de ſafer 1 in your cullady than mine ; for When this fellow . 
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of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing——Here fircah, 
reach me the ſtrong box. 
Arch. Yer, fir, - this will give us reputation. 
um. Here, landlord, the locks are ſealed down both 
| for your ſecurity and mine; it holds ſomewhat above 


ko hundred pour d; if you doubt it, Pll count it to you 


after ſupper ; Bur be ſure 2 lay it where I may have 
it at a winute's warning: for my affairs are a little du- 
bious at preſent; perh. ups I may be gone in half an hour, 


perhaps | may be your gueſt üll the beſt part of that te. 5 


ſpent; and pray order your oftler to keep my borſes 
5 3 ſaddled : Bur one thing abore the reſt I muſt beg, 


that you would let thi- fellcw-have none of ycur Anno Do- 


mini, as you call it for be's the moſt inſufferable ſo.— 
_ Here, ſirrab, light me to my chamber. 

Arch. Yes. 1 1 [E t, lighted 35 Archer. 

Bu. Cherry, daughter Cherry. Enter ** . 
Chr. Dye call, eher 5 

Bon. Ay, child, you m uſt lay by this box for the ben. - 

l * min, *ris full of money. 

Cyber. Money ! ail that money! why Hs "MO the | 

gentleman comes to be choſenparliament-mæn. Who's he? 

Bon. I don't know what to make of him; be talks of | 

keeping his horſes ready ſaddled, and of going perhaps 
at a minute's warning, or of laying perhaps till the belt 
part of this be ſpent. 

Cber. Ay! ten to one, father, he's a highwayman. — 85 

Bon. A bighwayman! upon my life, girl, you have 
bit it, and this box is ſome new-purchate booty. 

Now, cou'd we find him out, the money were outs. 

Cberry He don't belong to our gage 

Bon. "What horſes have they ? 

\ Cher. The maſter rides upon a black, | 

Bon. A black! ten to one the man upon the back 
mare; and ſince he don't belong to our fratervitv, we | 
may betray him with a ſafe conſcience: I don't think it 

| lawful to harbour any rogues but my on. Look'e, 
child, as the ſaying is, we mult go cunviogly to work ; 

_ proofs we mult have ; the gentle man's ſerv ant loves drink, 230 
1'Il ply him that way, and ten to one he loves a bench; 
you muſt work him other way. (his? 
Cher, Father, wou'd you have me give my ſecret for 

Bon. Conſider. child, there's two hundred pounds to 
boot. { Ringing evithout] Coming, coming child, 
wind your bulinets, LS. - Sa Bonitacr, 

| Cher 


Cter. What a rogue is my father! My farher ! I deny 
 it— My mother was a good, generous, free-hrarted 
woman, and I can't tell how far her good nature might 
have extended for the good of her children. This laud- 
lord of mine, for I think I can cell him no more, would 
berray his gueft, and debauch his daughter into th bar- 
gain — by a foot man too Enter Archer. 
Arch. What footman, pray, miſtreſs, i is ſo happy as to 
be the ſubject of your contemplation? 
. Whoever he i, friend, de ll be bat lutle the 
5 better for't. 


Cher. Suppoie I had? 5 
Arch. Why then you're but even wich me; for the 


| ſhould make love to you. 
| Cher. Love tome, friend | 1 Yes, child. 


4 == friend, it would become you much better 
| : 5 Diſtance ! good night, ſaucebox. K 
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| Chir. Child! manners; if you kept a litile more diſs 


*. 


Arch. I hope * bor, Pin fure, you did not think of me. 1 


minute I came in, I was conſidering i in what manner B N 


4 Cher. A pretty fellow; I like his pride, — Sir, pray, (ir, 


you ſee, fir, [Archer returns] I have the credit to be in- 
_ truſted with your maſter's fortune here, which ſets mea 
degree above his fotman ; I hope, fir, you an't affronted. 
Arch. Let me look you full in the face, and Pll tell 
pyou whether you can affront me or no, ——'Sdeath, child, 
You have a pair of delicate eyes, : and you don't know what | 
to do with 'em. 
_ Cher, Why, fir, don't 1 ſee every body 1 
Afeb. Ay, but if ſome women had em, - they ble 
bill every body. - Pr'ythee inſtru me; I would fain 
l make love to you, but] don't know what to fy, 
Cher. Why, cid you never make love to any body 


before ? 
» „ "7 Never toa perſon of your figure, I car aſfure 
4 pou, madam ; my addteſſes hate ben always confined 


to people u thin my own 1 ſphere, 1 nerer aſpired ſo high 
de A [Archer fate. 
Cher, Will you give me e that 1 fir? 


Death ard fire ! her lips are honey-combs. 
Cher, And I with there had been a ſwarm of bees too, 
3 | to have ſtung you for yvur impudence. 
1 rch, There's a ſwarm of Cupids, m little Venus, that 
wo: £2 bas done the buſigeſs much better, * g 


3 1 : "as; 


j 


Arch. Ay, my dear, take it while it is warm. [ Kifes bers 


8 


—— — — 


1 ————— re 
1 F . = 
- * > * 
: * 
* 


Dor. 
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| Cher. This fellow is 3 as well as + bee. 
What's vous name, fir? 


Aseb. Nameſ egad I have forgot it. A fate. Oh! Martin, 
a Where was you ws [ 


_ Arch. In St. Martin's parifh. 

_ Cher, What was vour father? 
Arch. Of—of— St. Martin's pariſh, 
Cher. Fhen friend, good-night, 


Arch. I hape not. Ober. You may depend upon ts | 


Arch. Upon what ? 

ber. That you 're vary impudent. © 
Arceb. That you're very handſome. | 
Cber. That youre a'foorman. 
Arch, That you're an angel. 

ber. | ſhall be rude. Arch. 80 wall J. 


(ber. Let go my hand. Arch. Give in | 


[ Kifes her. Boniface calls «without C herry, Cherry, 


| Cher. I'm — My father calls; you plaguy devil, how 
Aurſt you ſtop my breath fo Offer to follow me one 
Kep, if you dare, [ Exit. 
Arch A fait challenge, by this light ; this is a pretty _ 


| foie opening of an adventure; but we are Enight-errants, | . 
"On {0 fortune be our guide. 5 185 5 Wi [Exits 


ACT II. 8 CEN E, a Galtay | in. Lady Bountiful 3 


Houſe, © 
. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 


this morning ? 


Mrs. Sz. A y where to pray; for Heaven alone can 
=” help me: but I think, Dorinda, there's no form of prayer 
in the Liturgy againſt bad huſbauds. 


Dor. But there's a form ot law at Doctors Commons : 3 


and I ſwear, ſiſter Sullen, rather then ſee you thus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I would adviſe you to app'y to that: 
For beſides the part that [ bear in your vexatiobs broils, 

as being ſiſter to the huſband, and friend to the wife, 
your examples give me ſuch an impreſſion of matrimony, 
that I ſhall be apt to condemn my perſon to a long va 
cation all its life — But ſeppoſing, madam, that you 
brought it to a caſe of ſeparation, what can you urge 
againſt your huſband ? wy brother | is, firſt, the moſt con- 
tant man alive. | 


Mrs. SJ. The moſt conſtant huſband, I grant ye. 
Dor. He never ſlee ps from you. 
Mr. Sa. N 51 he always ſlee ps with me. 


Orrow, my dear ſiſter; are you for church . 


4 2 * 2 . 4 1 — l - by * N 5 4 * . 
% "3" Rae; ; ” — - wh — R 
# ; ; 


A affords. 


= un., of hearing em rattle a lte. —Now you ſhall 
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Dor. He allows you a maintenance ſuitable to your 


quality. 


Mrs. Sul. A maintenance 7 do you - me, madam, 


br an hoſpital child, that I mutt fir doan and bleſs my 5 
benefactois, for meat, drink, and clothes: As I take 
it, madam, I brought your brother ten thouſand pounds, 


out of which 1 * expect lome pretty chin, — 
| pleaſures, * | . 


Dor. Vou mare in all che pleaſures that the country 


Mrs. Sz“. Country pleaſures [ racks and torments! 


5 doſt think, child, that my limbs were made for leaping 
—_ ditches, and c iambering over ſtiles or that my parents, 
 wilely forefeeing my future happineſs in country ple- 


fures, had early inſtructed me in rural accompliſhments 


of drioking fat ale, playing at whilt, and ſmoaking trobag- 
co with my huſbaad ;; or of ſpreading of plaiſters, brew- 
ing of diet-drinks, and ſtilling roſemary -water,, with me . 
good old gentlewoman my mother-in-law? _ 


Dor. I'm forry, midain, that it is not more in our 


| power to drvert you ; I could with, indeed, that our en- 
tertaluments were a little more palite, or your taſte a 


little leſs refined: but pray, madam, haw came the poets. 


md philoſophers, that labour'd ſo much in hunting after 


pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a country life? 


Mis. Sz. Becauſe they wanted money, child, co find | 
out the pl: aſures of the town: Did you ever hear of a 


poet or piiloſopher worth ten thouſand pounds? if you 5 
can ſhew me ſuch « man, Il] lay you fifty pounds you'll 


find him ſomewhere within the weekly bills. Not that 


I diſayprove roral pleaſures, as the poets have painted 


them in their landſcapes; every Phyllis has her Corydon, 5 
every murmuring fiream, and ev'ry flow'ry mead, give 
_ freſh alarms to love 


Belides, you'll find, that their 
couples were never married: — Bat yonder, I fee my 
Corydon, and a ſweet ſwain it is. Heaven knows — Come, 


Dorinda, don't be angry, he's my huſband, and your : 
brother, and between both, is he not a ſad brute? | 


Der. | have nothing to ſay to your put of him, yeu' re 


| the. belt judge. 


Mrs. vl. O ſiſter, ſiſter | if ever you marry, beware 
of a ſullen, ſilent fot, ane that's always muſing, but never 


thiaks —Th-re's ſome dwerſion in a talking blockhead; 


and fince a woman muſt wear chains, I would have the 


tec; 


night- cap Oh matrimony ! matr 
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fee; but take this by the way, he came home this morn- 
| Ing at his uſual hour of four, waked me out of a ſœeet 
dream of ſometbing elſe, by tumbling over the rea-table, 
which he broke all to pieces; after bis man and he bas 
rom l'd about the room like fick paſſengers in a ſtorm, he 
comes flounce into bed, dead as 2 ſalmon into a fiſhmon- - 
ger's baſket; his feet cold as ice, his bicath hot as a fur- 
nace, and his hands and his face preaſy as his flannel 


up the clothes with a barbarous ſwing over his ſhoulders, 
diſorders the whole economy of my bed, leaves me half 
naked, and my whole night's comfort is the tuneable ſe- 
renade of that wake ful nightingale, his noſe. ———O the 


mony !— He toſſes 


3 * of courting the melancholy clock by a ſnoring 5 


__ hufband!—— But now, ſiſter, you fh Il ſee how hand- 
| hare a being a well-b:ed wan, he will beg my Ou 8 
= Ent r Sullen, 8 

Sul. M y head akes confumed] 1 

Mrs. Sal. Will you be pleaſed, my dear, to dri k te tea 

with us this morning ? It * du your head _ 

Sul. No. | | 

Dor. C ffee, bre das” Sal. Pax! | | 

Mrs, Sul. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to church = 

with we? the air wy help you. en | N 

Sl. Scrub. | Eater Scrub. 

Nen S! 1 5 

Su. Wh t day o 'th* 8 is this ? 

| Scrub. Sunday, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 

Sul. Sunday! bring me a cram; and, d'ye hear, ſet 


but the veniſon-paſty, and a ankard of ſtrong beer upon 
- the hall table, I go to breakfaſt. = [Going 


Dor. Stay, ſtay, brother, you ſhan't get off ſo; you. 
were very naughty laſt night, and mu't mike your wife 
repa ation: come, come, brother, won't you aſk pardon ? 
Sul. For what? | 

Dor. For being drunk lat 1 
Cu. I can afford it, can c 12 
Mrs. Sul. But I can't, fir. 
Fal. Then you may let it alone. 


Mrs. Sul. What is the reaſon, ur, that you oſen me thus 5 


inhumanly ? 


Sul. Scrub! Scrub. Sir! 
Sal. Get things ready to ſhave my head. LE, 


MIS. Sal. Have a care of coming near his temples, 
Scrub, for rs you meet ſomething chere that may turn 
the 
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BY the edge of your razor. [Exit Scrub. ] Inveterate ſtupi - 
dity! did you ever know fo hard, ſo obſtinate a ſpleen 


as his ? O ſiſter, ſiſter! I ſhall never have good of the >. 


beaſt till I get bim to town ; Landon, dear London is the i 1 
| place for managing and breaking a huſband, 


Dor. And has nut a huiband the fame opportunities 
there for humbling a wife? 


Mrs. Sal. No, no, child, *tis a ſtanding maxim in 


= conjugal diſcipline, that when a man would enflave his 


| wife, he hurries her into the country; and when a lady 

would be arbitrary with her huſband, the wheedles her 
booby up to town 
London, becauſc there are ſo many examples to encourage | 
the ſubject to revel. O Dorinda, Dorinda! a fine woman 


A man dare not play the tyrant ia A 


may do any thing in London: On my conſcience, the hs 


may raiſe an army of forty thouſand men. 
Dor. I fancy, ſiſter, you have a mind to be trying your 
power that way here in Lichfield ou have drawn the 
French Count to your colours alrea 


Mis. Sul. The French are a people bat ca can? w tlive with- ; 
out their gallantrics. 


Dor. And ſome Engliſh that 1 know, fitter, are nct 
« averſe to ſuch amuſements. 


Mrs. 8,1, Well, fiter, fince the truth muſt out, it may Bp 


do as well now as hereafter ; I think, one way to rouſe _ 

my lethargick, ſottiſh huſband, is to give him a rival; 
ſecurity begets negligence in all people, and men muſt 

| be alarm'd to make em alert in their duty: women are 
like pictures, of no value in the hands of a fool, till he 
hears men of ſenſe bid high for the purchaſe. 

Der. This might do, filter, if my brother's under- 
landing were to be convinced into a paſſion for you; but, 
] believe, there's a natural averſion of his fide, and I fan- 
_ Cy, fiſter, that you don't come much behiad him, if "©. 

dealt fairly, 

Mrs. Sul. | own it; we are united contradictione, fire 
and water. But I could be contented, with a great may 
other wives, to humour the cenſorious vulgar, and give 
the world an appearance of living well with my huſband, 
could I bring him but to duſſemble a livle kiudnefs to 

keep me in countenance. . 7 
Dor But how do you 8 ſiſter, but thas inſtead of 
rouſing your buſband by this artifice to a counterfeit kind 
ne ſe, he ſhould awake in a real fury ? | 

Mrs. Sul. Let bum ;—1f Tc can't entice him to the one, 


IV ould 


ww. THE BEAUX STRATAGEM. 

I would provoke him to the other, FE 
Dor. But how muſt I bebave myſelf beraeen * 2 
Mrs. Sal. You mutt aſſiſt me. 

Dor. What, againſt my own brother I 8 | 
Mrs. Sal. He is but a half-brother, al I'm your en- 
tire friend: If I go a ſtep beyond the bounds of honour, 
leave me; till then, I expect you ſhould go along with | 

me in every thing; while I truſt my honour in your. 
hands, you may truſt your brother” $in mige — The count 
js to dine here to-day. 


8 Dor. Tis a ſirar ge ling, cher, that le can 't like that 
Wan.” 
„Mrs. Sul. You like notbing, your time is not come; 5 
love and death bave their fatalities, and ftrike howe one | 
time or Other ;——— You'll pay for all one day, I warrant 
ye—But come, my lady's tea is ready, and 'tis almoſt 
church time. SCENE, the lun. [ Zaeunt. 
ar Amel %, and Archer 3 
Aim. And was ſhe the daughter*of the houſe ? 5 = 
Alreb. The landlord is ſo blind as to think lo; but 4 
he dare ſwear ſhe has better blood in her veins. 
Aim. Why do'ſt think ſo? 
Arch. Becaufe the baggage has a pert Jen. frat quoi, if 
| the reads plays, keeps a monkey, and is troubled with 5 51 
We: g | 
: —_ By which diſcoverier, I gueſs that you know more : 
„„ 
"ves Not yet, faith we dy gives berkelf airs for- ; 
ſootb, nothing under a gentle wan. : 
— Let me take her in hand. 5 8 
Areb. Say one word more o'that, and * declare my- 
ſelf, ſpoil your ſport there, ard every where elſe ; look 
ye, Aimwell, every man in his own ſphere. 
Aim. Right, and therefore you muſt pimp for your 
'.. maiter. - ” 
Arch. In the uſual W good fir, after ! hare ſerved 
185 elk But to our buſineſs — You are fo well dreſs'd, 
Tom, and make fo handſome a figure, that I fancy you 
may do execution in a country church; the extert-r part 
, Arikes firſt, and you're iu the right o make rhat . 
1 favourable. 
Aim. There's faetbing in that which - may turn to 
advantage: the appearance of a ſtranger in a country- 
_cburch, draws as many gazers as a blazing ſtar ; no ſoon - 
er he comes into the —— but-a train of whiſpers 


* tuns 


EEK 
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- bezzing round the congregation in a moment ;— 
Wo is be? whence comes he? do you know bim? * 
Theo, I, für, tips the verger half a crown ; he do | 
the fimony, and inducts me into the belt pew in the church; 
I, pull out my (nuff box, turn myſelf round, bow to the 
; Iden er the Dean, if he be the commanding officer; 
iüngle out a beauty, rivet both my eyes to hers, ſet my 
| Dole a bleeding by the frength of imagination, and ſhew 
the whole church my concern, by my endeavouring to 
hide it: after the ſermon, the whole town gives me to 
her for a lover, and by perſuading the lady that I am a 
dying for her, the tables are turn d, and ſhe 1 in good care 
f i 2 fals in love with we. 
„ Areb. There's nothing in this, Tom: alk a pee 
demi; but inſtead of riveting your eyes 10 a beauty, try 
to fix ” em upon a fortune ; that's our buſinets at preſent, 
Ain. Pſhaw, no woman can be a — without a for 
| tone. Let me alone for a mark ſm ain. 
5 Arch. Tom! 5 2 Ay. * 
2 ch, When were you at church 4 pray? 
Ain. Um 1 was there at the coronation. 


Arch. And how can you expect a bleding by going 1 to. 
church now? 
Aim. Bleſſing ? nay, Frank, Lak but for a wife! (Ex. 
Arch. Truly the man is not very unreaſonabletin hs 
dem nds. EE | [ Exir at the oppoſite door. 
5 Ester Boni face and Cherry. 
Ber. Well „daughter, as the laying 1 1s, have you brought 
Maria ro confeſs * 3 
Cber. Pray, father; don't put me upon getting any 
thing out of a man: I'm but young, you CROW, us; 
and don't underitand wheedling. 
Bon. Young ! why you jade, as the ling i is, can any. 
woman wheedle that is not young? Your mother was 
| vielgis at five and twen'y ! Would you make your mother 
a whore, and me a cuckold, as the ſaying is? I tell you 
ſilence cofeſſes it, and his maiter ſpends his money fo 


freely, and is ſo much a gentleman every Manner of Foſs 
that he malt be a bighweyman. 


| Enter Gibbet in a cloak. 

Git. Laaticnd: landlord, is the coalt clear? 

Bou. O Mr. Gibbet, what's the news ? 
68.6. No matter, aſk no queſtions, all fair and honour- 
; ab: e ; here, my dear Cherry [gives her a bag.] Two 
hundred lterling pounds, a as good as ever hang'd or ſaved 


a rogue ; 


— 
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a rogue; lay em by with the reft ; and herc—— three 

7 aedding or mouning riogs, "tis much the ſame you 
know——Here, two ſilver-hilted ſwords; I took thoſe 
from fell-ws that never ſhew any part of their ſwords but 
the hilts: here is a diamond necklace which the lady hid 
in the privateft place in the coach; but I found it out: 

' this gold watch I took from a pawnbroker” s wife —it was 1 
left in her hands by a perſon r : there" $ the —_— +4 


on the caſe. 
_ Cher, But who had you the money Gem E- 


Gib. Ah! poor woman ! I pitied her !—PFrom a poor 
| lady juſt eloped from her huſband, ſhe had made up her 


cargo, and was bound for Ireland, as hard as ſhe could 


my cear Cherry, I have a preſent for you. 
Cher, What ist? 


= 


dive; ſhe told me of her huſband?s barbarous uſage, and 
ſo fauth | left her half a crown. But I had almoſt * 


Gi A pot of ceruſe, my child, that I took out of a 


| lady's under petticoat pocket, 


Ch r. What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that 1 n 


Gib. Why, you jade, your betters do; I'm ſure the 
lady that 1 tock it from had a coroner upon her hand- 
 kerchiet.—Here, take nh cloak, and go ſecure the pre- 


mics. 


Cher. I will bene em. | Eat. | 


Bag. But hark'e. where's Hounſlow and Bagftor ? 
C.. They'll! be here to night. 


Bon. D'ye know of any other gentlemen o* the pad « . 
- wo pant ©: Ga Mac - 


Bon. | ſancy thar 1 dave two that ledge ia the houſe 


104 now. _ 
e ad I bs a how d' Je 8 em? 


Bon. Why, the one is gone to church. 
G. To church! that's ſuſpicious I muſt confels. 


Ben. And the other is now in his maſter's chamber; 


be pretends to be a ſervant to the other—ve'll call vim 


out and pump him a little, 
Cib, With all my heart. | 
Bon Mr. Martin! Mr. Martin ! | 


Enter Archer bruſhing a hat and fi fon ngins. . 


G.. The roads are conſumed deep, Im as * y 23 


Old Brentford at Chiitmag——A goo] Fe fel. ow; 


who's ſervant are you, friend ? 
Arch. My maſter's. TIN 
Gib. Really! — Really. 


 Gib. 
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iz. That's much— The fellow has been at the bar 


by bis evaſions: . but prays ſir, what i 18 1 maſter * 


name! 3 


Arch. Tall, all, dall ; Lor ard bruſpes che bat. 


5 This is the mod obſtinate PIER. on. 


675. 1 aſk you his name. | HE x; 
Arch. Name, fir! —Tall, all, dall—! never * bim 


"a name in my lite. Tall, all, dell. 


Bor. What think you noc? ; 
Gib. Plain, plain; he talks now as if he were before 


: a judge ; but pray, fr rend, which Oy does * maler 
travel? 


Arch. A BY RY | | 

Gib. Very well again, an old 1 | 
Bur, I mean, does he go upwards or downwards? 

Ach. Downwards, I fear, fir! Tall, all. 

G,. I'm atraid by fate will be a contrary way. OY 

Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch—— 


This gentleman is only travelling towards Cheltcr, and 


would be glad of your company, that's all- Come, cape 


tain, you'll Ray to-night, I ſuppoſe ; Þ'l ſhew you & z 


chamber — Come, captain. 
Gib. Farewel, friend. —[ Excunt Gibbet and n 
Arch, Captain, your ſervant — Captain | a pretty 


fellow! *Soeath, I wonder that the officers of the army _ 
don't n to beat all ſcour-Jrels in red but their OWN. 


Euter Cherry. 
Cher. Gone, and Martin here; I hope be did not 


| liſten; I would have the merit of the diſcovery all my 


own, becauſe 1 would oblige him to love me. [ Afige. 


Mr. Martin, who was that man with my facher? 


arch, Some recruiting ſ2r) . or r whipr-our trooper, 


I {ap poſe. 


OM „ All's ſafe, I find. | [Afide.. 
Arch. Come, my dear, have you conn'd over the cate· 
chize | taught you laſt night? = 
Cher. Come, queſtion me. Arch, * "Te 1s as > 

Cher, Lore ie I krow not what, it comes [ know not 


deu, and goes I know not when, 


Arch. Very well, an apt ſcholar. [ Chucks her undev ihe 
chin.] Whete does love enter? Co: r. Iuto the eyes. 

Arch. And where go out? Cher. I won't tell you. 

Ae. What are the objects of that 3 ? 

Cher. Youth, beauty, and clean unen. 

Arch, The 1 reaion 4 
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Cher. The tao fel are —— in nature, and the 
third at court. 
Arche Thar? s my dear! N hat are the ngns and tokens 
of that paſſion? 
Cher. A ſtealing look, a | ſimmering tongue, words 
improbable, deſigns imprilible, ard actions impradticable. 
Areb. That's my good child; kils me. — What mult 
a lover do to obtain his miſtreſs ? | 


FR 


He muſt, he muſf— 


the footwan that lavghs at him !- 


* leſſon; he muſl treat his 

Cher. O ay, he muſt treat his enem'es with reſpect, | 

| his friends with indifference, and all the world with con- 

_ tempt; he muſt {uffer much, and fear more ; he mutt de- 

| fire moch, and hope little; in ſhort, he wel ewbra. e his 
ruin, and theow hi. ſelf away. 


Come, my dear, why is love called a ridale? 
though a child, he governs a man, 


Cher. Becauſe the painters cut of their weakneſs, or 
privilege of their _; choſe to hide thoſe eyes they could 
not draw. . 
Arch. That's my dear little ſcholar ; kiſs me again.— 
Aud why thould love, that's a child, gorern a man? 
Cher. B-cauſe that a child is the end of love. 
Are. And fo ends love's cat. chiſm 
dt ar, we'll go in, and make my maſter 's bed. 


great deal of pains to julltuct me, and what * thick * 
5 have learn” d by it ? Arch. W hat ? | 
(ber. Thar your diſcourſe and your habit are con- 


a fovtman any longer. 

Arch. *Qons, h t a iich it 11 
| Cher. Deperd upon this, fir, noth' ag in that garb 
mall cver ag me; fur though I was born to ſervitude, 

TI bate ti,——Own your condition, ſwe. r you * me, 


and then — 
rb Aud then we mall go make my maſter's bed ? 
Cher; Yes. 
Ash. You mult know then, that I am born a gentle- 
| man, 


Ciler He mult adore the perſon that diſdains bim, he 
muſt bribe the chamberma'd th at berrays him, and coutt 


Arch. Nay, child, I muſt whip you if you don' t mind 


Arch. Had ever man fo hopeful a pupil as mine? 5 
Cher. Becauſe being blind, he le. ds thoſe that ſee ; and 
Arch. Mighty well And why is lore pid ared blind? 


Aud now, =y | 
* Cer, Hold, hold, Mr. Maitin——You have takea 2 


trad. cri, and it would be nonfenle 3 in me to deere you 


* 
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ow; my education was liber l: bit I went to Landvi 8 
younger brother, ſell into the hands of ſhar pers, who ſtript | 


me of my money ; my friends diſown'd me, me now my 


* neceſſity brings me what you ſee. 


Cher. Then take my hand—promiſe to .marry me * 5 


fore you ſleep, and I'll maſks you maſter of two thouſand 


pounds. 
Arch. How ! | Ph 
Cher. Tuo thouſand cad that I howk this minute ö 


in my own cuſtocy ; ſo throw off — live: y this ind at, 
and I'll ga fiad a parſon? : 


Arch. What faid you? a parſon! 
Cher. What! Do you fcruple ? 


Arch. Scruple! No, no, but—two thouſand pounds, 


you ſay? Cher. And better. 


Ae *Sdeath, den held | do ee bed e cid 


| what need you make me maſter of yourſelf and mon- 7 
_ When you may havr the ſame pleaſure aut of ne, and Will 
Keep your fortune in your own hands ? | | 


Cher. Then you w-n't merry me? 
Arch. I would marry you, but: | : 
Chr, O ſweet fir, I'm your bumbl: ſervant, you! re 1 
17 caught: Would you perſuade me that any gentle nan 


Who could bear the ſcandal of wearing a | very, would 
refuſe two thouſ.nd pounds, let tbe coodi:ion be what it. 


would ?—No, no, fir, —bat [ hope you'll parder the free- 


dom I have taken, fince it was only to inform. m A ſelt of = 
the reſpect that L ought to pay . [ 


Arch. F-uwly bit, by "har Rear BY hold! and have . 


vou actually two th. wand pounds? 


Cher. Sir, I have my ſecrets as well as you—when you 


| Pleaſe to be more open, I (hall be more free, and be aſ- 


ſured that I have diicoveries that will match yours, be 


they what they will—In the mean while be ſatsf1-d that 
no diſcov-ry I make thall ever hart you, but beware of my - -- 


[Exits 8 


father 


Arch So—we're like to 1 as many adventures 1 in 
our inn, as Don ire had in his — Let me fre —tWo 


thouſand pounds! if the wench would promiſs to die 


when the money were ſpent, eg-d, one would marry her; 


but the fortune may go off in a year or two, and th- wie 


may live-—Lord knows how long! then an inn-keeper's 


daughters; ay, thai's the dev; l—there my price * 
me off. 


Cz 40 
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A 0 T III. S EN E, Lady Bountiful's Houſe, 
Enter Mrs, Sullen and Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sal. A, ha, ha! my dear faſter, let me e 9 5 
| | thee, now we are friends indeed ; for 1 
Mall have a ſecret of yours, as a pledge for mir e——now 


youll be good for ſomething, I (hall have you converiable 


in the ſubjects of the ſex, 


Dor. But do you thiok that I am ſo weak as to fall in 


love with a fellow at firſt ſight? 


Mrs. Sal. Pfhaw! row you ſpoil all; why ſhould not | 


we be as free in our friendſhips as the men? I wariant 


you the gentleman has got to his confidant abeady, has 
_ avow'd his paſſion, toaited your health, call“ you ten 
thouſand angels, has run over your lips, eyes, neck, ſu pe, 
air, ard every thing, in a #xfeription that wars their 


mirth to a ſecond enjoyment. 
Dr. Vr hand, ſiſter, | aut well. | 
Mrs. Sul. S he's bret di- iP abeady—came, < 1d, 


vp with it bein a little—fe—ro0w tel me, don't PR like 


the f man th at we (av at chuch Jail wow f 
Dor. e man's Wel Cnrough, 


Mis. * Well enough ! Is he not a demi god. a Nor. | 


: ciſſus, a ſtar, the man i' the moon? 
Dor. O filter, I'm ex remely i. 


Mrs. S. J. Shall I fend to your th child, fi 2 
little of her cephalick plaitter to put to the ſoles of your 
feet ; or ſhall I ſend to the gene man fer ſomething tor 
Frou * Come, unboſom youttelf the man is pet- 
tectly a pretty fellow, I faw him when be ant came into 


church. 


Dor. I ſaw him too, ſiſter, and w. RY an air that ſhone, | 


methought, like rays, about his perloa. | 
Mrs. l. Weil faid, up with it. 


Dor. No forward coquet behaviour, no airs to t him 


off, no ſtodied looks nor artful 8 natute did 
| it all — ; 
Mrs S.“. Better and better—One touch more; | comes. 


Dor. But then his looks—did you obferve his eyes? 


Mrs. u. Yes, yes, 1 did——bis 25 well, what of 7 


Dis ezest -- 


Dor. Sprightly, but pot. wandering ; : they hed to 


view, but never gazed on any thing but me — and then 
bis looks fo humble were, and yet fo noble, that they 


aim'd to * me that he cou.d wuth pride die at wy feet, 
— 


| ED. 


yourſelf now, my dear ? 


| ae. 


Cats, hes , y —_- Ep Ges, C— 5 * "222 4 


Mrs. Sal. The phyſic works * e 0 


=O here co nes | 


Dor. Hem ! mu h better, my 1 


: 2 Mercury! Eater Scrub J Well Scrub, hat — | 
wy the gentleman ? | 


Scrub. Madam, 1 have brought you a whole : packer of 


Dor. Open i it quickly ; ; come, _ : 
Scrub. In the ri place I enquired who the gen: Sanaa 


"gi They told me he was a ranger. Secondly, Il ord © 
chat the gentleman was? They a: vered ard id, Vhart 
they never ſaw bim before. Thirdly, I enquired what 
chuatryman he was? They replied, 'twas more than they = 
knew. Fourthly, I demanded whence he cave? Their 
anſwer was, they could not tell. And Fitthly, I z{k'd 
whither he went ? And they replied, they knew n 


of the matter. — And this is ail Le uld learn. 7 | 
Mrs. Sal. But what d the people ſay ? can't they gueſs! 
_ Scrub, Why ſome think. he's a ſpy, fome gueſs he's a 


: mountebank, {me ſay one thing, ſome auother; dat far S 
2 "ny OW 5 irt, 1 be ie ve he? g a jeſuit. © 


Dor. A jeſuit! Why ajeſuic? 
Scrub. Becauſe he kveps his hories always ready 4a 
dl-d, and his footman talks French. 8 | . 

Mrs Sal. His footman! | | 

Se rub. Av, he ans the Count's ha were e jabber- 


= 1ng French like two intriguing ducks in a will-pond ; and 
I believe they talk'd of me, for they laugh'd rac | 


Dor. What ſort of livery bas the footman ? | 
$.rib, Live'y! Lord, madim, I took him for 2 cap- 


_ tain, he's ſo bedizen' d 4 lace, and then he has a (ilver- 


healtd cane d nyling at his knuckles—he carries his 


hends in his pockets, and walks jult o [ats ina 


French air] and nas fine long hair tied _up in a bag — 
Lord, madain, he's clear another ſort of a man than I, 
Ms. $4/. That * ealily be but what ſhail we do 


now, fiiter? 


Dos. I has it - This Kn has 4 nals of ſim- 


1 plicity, and 8 euaning,. the firſt hides the latter by 
a abundance- 


Scrub. 


Sorub. Madam. 


Dor. We have 1 great WI to know who this gentle. 
man is. for our ſatis faction. 


Scrub. Yes, maiam, it would be a ſatis faction, no doubt. 
C03 — 


THE BEAUX STRATAGEM = 3 
| though he ſecvu?.. {lavery any where clſe. 
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Der. You muſt go and get acquainted with his foot | 


- wan, and Invite him hither to driok a bottle of your T 


ale, becauſe you're butler to-day. 
Scrub. ves, madam, I am butler erery n | 


Mrs. Sal. O brave ſiſter! o'“ my conſcience, you 1 
5 deritand the mathemaiicks already—*Tis the beſt plot in 


the world; your mother, you know, will be gone to 
church, my ſpouſe will be got to the ale-houſe with hig 


| ſcoundrels, and the houſe will be our own—— ſo we drop 
in by accident, and aſk the fellow ſome queſtions our- 
ſelves, In the country, you know, any firanger is com- 
pany, and we're glad to take up with the butler in a coun- 


- wy dance, and happy if hel! do us the favour. 


Scrub. Oh! madam, you wrong me 1 never refuſed 5 Z 


2 your Ldyſhip the favour in my lite 
: Enter Gipſey. 
u. Ladies, dinner's upon table. 


Der. Scrub, we'll excuſe your waiting — Go chere 
we ordered you. Scrub. I ſhall. | [Exeunt. Ss 


SCENE, an Inn. Enter Aimwell aid Archer. : 
Arch. Well, Tom, I find your are a markſman. 


Aim. A fic who ſo blind could be as not t dif ; 


: cern a ſwan among the raven? 
Ab. Weh, but heark'e Aimwell! | 


Aim. Aimwell! call me Oroondates, Ceſario, Als. 


all that romance can in a lover paint, and then l'lIl an- 
ſwer. O Archer, I read her thouſands in her looks, ſhe 
 Jock'd like Ceres in her harveſt, corn, wine and cal, milk 


and honey, gardens, groves and purling ſtreams, play'd . 


on her plenteous face, 
Arch. Her face! her pocket, you mean: the corn, 
wine and oil, lie there. Ia ſhor!, the has twenty thou- 


 fand pounds, that's the Ergiith on'r. Aim. Her eyes — 
Arch. Are demi cannons to be ſure ; lo [ won't es 5 


their battery. 
Aim. Pray excuſe me, my cs mult have vent, 


Arch. Paſſi n! what a plague, d've think theſe ro- 
Mantick airs will do your buſine s ? Were my temper as 
extravagant as yours, my adventures have ſomething mere 


_ Tomantick by half. 
Aim. Your adventures! Arch Yes. 
The nymph, that with her twice ten hundred pounds, 
With brazen engine bot, and coif clear ſtarch'd, 
Can fire the gueſt in warming of the bed. — _ 
now $2 a touch of n. Milton for you, and the ſ 5 


a 


5 ad. Aa. | 


— 


on me, by this light, you ſhall go to the bottom. 
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g but? an inn-keeper's daughter: I can play with * 
i:l as an angler dues with his fiſh; he keezs it at the 


| 1 = of his, line, runs it up the Dan and down the 
ſtream, til at laſt, he brings it ty hand, — the Gout, ; 
| and o wa it into his baſket. | 


Enter Boriface, 


, ths: Mr. Mink as the ſaying — s an nn 1 15 
fellow below, my Lady Bountifui's butler, who begs the 
honour that you would go ROME with, him and lee his 
; ccllar. | 


Arch. Do my beit mains to the gentleman, ans tell | 


. him L will do myſelf the honour to wait on him i umedia- 
- tely, as the ſaying is. 


Ben. 1 ſhall do ycur worſhip! s DEI I as the lng 
=. __ [ Exit, bowing obſequioufly. 

Aim. What do I hear? ſoft Orphens play, and tair 
Toſtida fin 7 


Feb. Pihiw! damn your raptures ; I tell you Sl 1 
a pump going to be put into the veſlel, and the ſhip will 


get into harbour, my life on't. You ſay, there's another 


lady very handſome there? Aims "TR faith. 


Arch. Pm in love with her already. 
Aim, Can't you give me a bill upon Cherry in \ the 


mean time. 


Arch. No, no, friend, all hes corn, wine 3 18 is 


ingroſſed to my market And once more I warn you to 


keep your anchorage clear of mine; for if you fall foul 


What! make prize of my !itle 3 while I am up- 

on the cruize tor you! . TOs | 
Enter Boniface. | 

Aim. W ell, well, I won't — Landlord, dave you any 


2 company in the bouſe ? I don't care : for dining 
alone 


Von. Yes, fir, there's 8 a captain lis, a as the ſaying is, 


| that arrived abut an hour agg. 


im. Gentlemen of his coat are cles every-where ; . 


will you make him 4 com 'liment from me, and en hn 
N 1 ſhouid be g 40 of k is e company . | 


Bon. Who ſhall [ tell him, fir, would i. — 
Ain. Ha! that ſtroke was well thrown 3 


only a traveller, like himſelt, and would be 2 of 8 
company, th ts all. 


Bon, | obey your m as the ing is. [ Exit. 
Enter 


. — . ˙ . r ̃ ˙ ! — = 
— 


——— — 
— 


1 
| 

- 
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- my landlord 


Ain. 0. fr, 1 alk your pardon, we re the captain ke | 
told ive of ? 5 


\ 


Enter A. cher. | 


| Art. Sdeath! ! 1 had torgot ; what title will you give 5 
TY yourſelf ? + + 

Lin. My brother's to be ſure; he woeld never give 

me any thiak elſe, o I'll make bold with his honour this 

* bout — you know the reſt of your cue. 


Arch. Ay. 3 | [Exe 
| Enter Gibbet. . 
C3. Sir, Pm yours. 


Aim, 'Tis more than [ deſerve, fir, for 1 dos. t ro 


u. 
. *Gib, I don t wonder ar that, fir, for you never ſaw me 
RE before— I hope, 1 LA. 


Aim. And pray = how came I by the honour of lee· 


ing yon now. 


G:6b. Sir, I ſcorn to io den upon wy gentleman—but 


Gib. At your fervier 1 

An. Wha: regiment? may 1 be "2 ho! a ? 

. . A march.vg regiment, fir, an ald cor ps. 

Ain. Very eld. if your coat be N | 2 


5 vou have ſerved abroad, fir ? 


Ci. Yes, tir, in the plantations, 'twas my lot to be 


ſent into the worli ſervice; I would have quired it in- 
_ deed, but a man of hoaour, you know ———Befides, as 
for the goud of my country that | ſhould be abroad 
5 A 'y th: 'Ng kur the good of one's + Country 


"nya Roman 


far that. 


Ain. One of the firt, Pll lay my fe {. N You 


fou:d the Weli-Indies very hat, fir ? 
ib. Ar, fir, too hot for me. 


Aim, Pay, lir, hau't I ſeen your face at wits coffe 
houſe ? 


655. Yes, ſir, nd at White's too. | 
Aim. And where | is your company now, captain ? 
.. They a'ot come yet, 
Ein. Wh. d'ye expect 'em here? 
Gib. They'll be here ta- night, fir. 
ALI. Which way do they march ? 


Gib. Acroſs the country — he devil's in't, 1 han 8 
fa d enough to encourage him to declarc—but Ta afraid _ 
he's not right, I muſt rack ab ut. de 


| "a. 1; N co mpauy to * at Lichficld ? 


Gib. 


-" ai. at 


PE PS ner "a WF 
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6b In this houſe, fir, 
Ain. Whai! =_F*, 5 
Gib. My company 5 but this, ba, hay} ha 1 we are but 5 


threc, ha, ha, ha! 


Aim. You're merry, er. . 
Gib. Av, fir, you muſt excuſe me, Gr, 1 ai 


the world, eipecially the art of travelling: I don't care, : 
ſir, for aaſwering queſtiors directly upon the road—-forT | 
generally ride with a charge about me. 


Zim. Three or four, | br lieve. _ 1222 
Gib. I am credibiy inform'd that there are high, ay men 


upon this quarter; nor. fir, that I could ſuſpect a gen- 
tleman of vour figure—But truly, fir, I have got ſuch a 
way of evaſion upon the road, that I don t care for ſpeak- 
Ing truth to any man. 


Aim. Your caution may be neceſſury—then l preſume 8 


you're no capt: atan. 


Gib. Not l, fir ; captain is a good travelling name, . 


and fol take it; ; ir ſtops a great many fooliſh 1aquiries | 
that are generally made about gentlemen that travel; it 
gives a man an air of ſomething, and makes the Jrawers 

. obedie n. And thus far I am a captain, and no farther, 


Aim. And pray, fir, what is your true profeſſion? 
Gib. O, fit, you muſt excuſe me- upon my word, br, f 


| 1 don't think it ſafe to tell ye. 


Aim. Ha, ha, ha! upon my word, 1 commend you. | : 
| Enter —— | hay 


| Well, Mr. "EX Bog what's the news ? 


Bon. There's ancther gentle nan below, as the aging 5 


is, chat hearing you were but tuo, would be glad to make 
ide third ma , if you'd give him leave, 


Aim. What is he ? 
Bon. Aclergyman, as the ſaying i is, 
dim. A clergyman! is he realy a clergyman ? o- =: 


it only his ene . as * friend tne Captaln has | 
ar? 


Bon. O, fir, be“ 5 a prieſt, and n to the French 


officers in town. 


- im. Is he a Frenchman ? 
Bos, Yes, fir, born at Bruſſ.l . | „ 
G1 A Fre nchmar, au a prieft I won't be ſeen in 

his c mpany, fir ; I have a v 4e fer my reputation, ur. 
Aim. Nay b, captain, fine we are by ou; cles c 


5 be ſpeak Engiiſh landlord ? 


Bon. Very well, fic; you may know wi, as the fay- 
a wg 
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N ing is, to be a f.reigner by his accent, and that's all. 


Aim. Then he has been in England before ? 


Bon. Never, fir, but he's a maſter of languages, as the = | 
” ſaying is—he talks Lat n, it does me good to hear him 


talk Latin, 
Aim, Then you underſtand 1 tin, Mr. B ien 7 


Bon. Not I, fir, as the ſayiag i 19; but he talks 1 it : fo = 
| way faſt, tht m ſure it mult be good. 


Aim. Pray deſire him to walk up. * 


Bon. Here he is, as the ſaying is. Enter Foigard 


Foig. Save you, gentlemens bore. 
Ain. A Frenchman! fir, your moſt humble . 


Foig. Och, dear j Joy, lam ous molt faithful ſhervant, 
and yours almo. 


Gib. Doctor, you talk very had Eoglich, but you hare 


a mighty twang of the foreigner, Bs | 
' Foig. My Engliſh is very well for the vords, bes 1 
| foreigners, you know, cannot being our tongues about ; 


the pronunciation fo ſoon. 


Aim, A foreipner! a downright teague, by this light. I 4 


[Afige. ] Were you born ia France, doctor? 1 5 
Foig. I was educated in France, but I was borned at 7 


 Bruffels ; I am a ſubject of the king of Spain, * 


Gib. What king of Spain, fir ? ſpeak. 
Fig. Upon my ſhoul, joy, I cannot tell you 2s yet. 
Ain. Nay, captain, that was too hard yo. the * 


| he” s a ſtranger, 


Foig. O let him alone, hears joy, 7 2m of 3 nation bat 
is not - ealily put out of c untenance. 1 
Aim. Come, gentlemen, I'li end the diſpute = — 
Here, landlord, is dinner ready es? | 
Bon. Upon the table, as the ſaying is. 
Aim. Gentlemen — pray that door. 

- on No, no, fait, the cap:ain mult lead, 
An. No, doctor, the church is our guide. 


: Gi. Ay, ay, fo1 it is {Ex Foigard one, hey follow. 


8 CEN E changes fo a galley in Lady Bountiful'. houſes 


Entir Archer and Scrub ſinging, Gipſey rain, 
Scrab. Tal, all, dal——come, my dea boy - — let us 
bave that f ang once more. 5 
Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb is family : — Bu 2 
will you be ſure to keep the fecrer ? | 
Scrub, Pho! upon my honour, as l'm a 8 


arch. Tus enough——y: zu malt know then, that mg? 41 
maler . 


: 


may come to be better acquainced, eh ? 


ladies health; you have three, I think, and to be ſure | 
there muſt be ſeerets among 'em. 


now, brother Scrub 


eret thet will make your hair ſtan. an end: 


os 
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| der] is the lord Vitcount Aimwell ; be fought a duel 
ther day in London, wounded his man ſo dangerovſly, . 
that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears whether the 


gentle an's wounds be mortal or not: He never was in 


this part of Englaud before, fo hz choſe to retire to this 


place, thai's all. | ” 
Grp. And thai — for . (Eis. | 


+ 8:yub. Ard where were you when your maſt fought ? ” 


Arch. We never know of our malters quarrels. 
Scrub. No? it our matters in the country here receive 


9 challenge, the firſt thing they do, is to tell their wives ; ; 
the wife tells the ſervants, the lervants alarm the tenants, 
and in half an hour, you ſhall have the who: e country up 
in arms. „ 


Arco. To hinder two men from do- ing what they have $ 


no mind tor—but if you ihould chance to talk no of this : 
_ dolnceſy- -——— 


Scrub. Talk.! ah, ar, had 1 not learn'd the knack of : 


| holding =y aan 1 had never. lived fo long 1 in a * N 
family. | | 


Arel. Ay, ay, t» be fare, there are \Geerer in all 


families. 


Sec, ub. Secrets, O od but Ill fay n no more—come, 


ſit down, we'll make an end of our tankard : Here 


Arch. With all my heart; who knows but you and I 
Here's your 


Sera. Secrets | ah ! friend, friend! 1 im I had a 


friend. — 


Arch. Am not 1 your friend ? Gat, you 0 1 will ; 


be ſworn bruthers., - Scrub. Shali we? 


Arch. From this minute give me a kiſs —— and | 


S. rab. And now, brother Martin, will teil vou 4 fe. 
You mult 8 


know that | am conſumedly in love. 
Anh. That's a terrible lecret, that's the truth on't. 
| Scrub. | hat jive Gipley, that was with us jult now 


in the cellar, is the arranteſt whor= that ever wore a pet- 
ticoat, and Im dying for Live of her. 


Arch. Ha, ba, ba!—are 100 in love with her perſon, | 


or her viitue, brother Scrub? 


Scrub. I ſhould like virtue belt. 1 it is more dura- 


dle than brauty; for virtue h« 143 good with ſome women 


long, and many a day alter they have loſt it. 


ever was made tor us; 
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Arch. In the country, [ grant ye, where no woman' „ 


-virtue is loft, till a baſtard be found. 


Scrub. Ay, could I bring her to a e 1 ſhould | | 
h ve her all to myſeit ; but I dare nor put it upon that 


_ lax, forfear of being ſent for a icldier,—Pray, brother, how 


do you gentlemen in London like that ſame preſſing act? 
| tis the worſt that 

-formerly I remember the goed 

days when we could dun our malters for our wages, and 
if they retuſed to pay us, we cou'd have a warrait to car- 
ry 'em bee re a jullice; but now if we talk of eating. they 


Hrcb. Very ill, brother Scrub; 


have a warrant for us, and carry us before three juſtices. 


Scrub. Ard to be ſure we go, if we talk of eat-ng ; for 


the juſtices won't pive their own {crvants a bad example. 
Now this is my mis fortune II dare not ſpeak in the 


hovſe, u hile that jade, Gif fey, dings about like a 05 — 43 


once 1 had the better end of the ſtaff. 
Arch. And how comes the change now: 2 


Scrub. Why, the m. ther of al this miſchief i is a prieſt. R 


tech. Apneſt! 


. Scrub. Ay, a damn'd fon of a whe of Babylos, that 
came over hither to ſay grace to the French officers, and 
Feat up cur proviſions here's not a day goes nad his head 


without a dinner or (upper in this houſe. 
Aab. How came he fo familiar in the family? 


Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Eugliſh as if he had SW 2 
all his ile, and ells lies as if he had deen a traveller from : 


dis cradle. 


Arch. And this 8 I'm afraid, hazgconrerted the af- 


| feetion of veur Gipſey. 


S rub. Cor Kt f !, ard eres, my As PREFER | 
for I'm afraid, he hs made her a whore and a papiſt— - 
bot this i not ail; there the French Count and Mrs, Sul- 
len, they're in the cr uleteracy; and tor ſome private ends 


: of their own 40, de He fore. 


Arch. A veiy bopeful family yours, Wade Scrub; 1 


ſo ppoſe the maid- in lady has ber lover too? 
Scrub. Nut that I krow=—— She's the beſt on em, thar's 


_ thetruth ont: burthey take care to prevent my curioſity, 
by giviog me 10 much butineſ-, that I'm a perfect ave—— 


What d'y« think is my lac in this s lamily £ 
Arch. Bvtiler, ſupp'“. fr. | 


Scrub. Ah, ord help y: Pl] tell 1 1 


I drive the coach, of a ToueGay I drive the plough, on 


* I follow the hounds, A Tomy 1 dun the 
tenants 


Bm” $2 2 
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ns | <p on Friday I go tv marker, on Saturday I draw 5 
| warrarts, and a Sunday I draw beer. WE 

uld |  _A4rch. Ha, ha, ha! if variety be a pleaſure in life, N. 5 8 

hat {| have enough on't, * dear 3 what la OE 

ow { are thoſe? | 

47-3 boden curs; that upon the right band is Mrs. = 

hat | Sullen, andthe other Mrs. Dorinda—dov't mind em, fit 

cd {| nil, man Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 

A Mrs. Sul.l eve heard my brother talk of my Lord Aim- 

a” RS: well, bat they ſay that his brother is the finer gentleman, 5 

ey | Dor. That's impoſſible, ſiſter. — 

es. Mrs. Sul. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe, they ſay. | YM 

for Dor. No matter for that, if I can creep into his heart, 

le. Tllopen his breaſt, I warrant him: [ have heard ſay, that 

he people may be gueſs'd at by the behaviour of their ſer. 

— vans; could wiſh we .* .ight talk to that fellow. 5 


Mrs. Su! So do I: for I think he's a very pretty fellow : 
4 come this way, I'll throw out a lure for him preſently. 


. Ls. Sullen drops her fan, Archer takes it up. 
= Corn, wine and oil indeed—but, I think, the 
an. . wife has the greateſt plenty of fleſh and blood; ſhe ſhould ; 
ee choice—AF, ay, fay you ſo—Madam,—your lady- 1 
ad ſhip's fan. 
Ida. 8e. O fr, 1 thank you=What a handſome bow 
8 the fellow made! | 
re Dor. Bow! why I have known ſeveral factmen come 
m don from London ſet up here for dancing matters, and 5 
8 _ carry eff the beſt fortunes in the country. . 
1 dir. [Ale] That projed, for aught ] know, had 
3 been better than „ Scrub, why 4 t you | 
= | ir. troduce me? 
— _ 77. Ladies, this is the ſtrange n $ fs 
12 that you ſaw at church to- day; I underſtood he cane 
E from London, and fo 1 invited him to the cellar, that he | 
might ſhew me the neweſt flouriſh in whetting my knives, 
: © Dor. And I hope you have made much ot him? 
Arch. O yes, madam, but the ſtrength df your lady. 
E | fhip's hquor is a lit le to⁰ potent for the conſtitution of 
5 y ur bumble ſervant, 
5 Mrs Sal. What, then you don' t afually drink a'e? 


| __ - -- eb. Nos madam, my conſtant drink is tea, or a little 
FF  wineand water; 'tis preſcribed me by the phy ſician for a 
remedy againſt the ſpleen. | WF 
Scrub. Ola! foorman have the . 5 
Ars 


3 
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Mrs. Sal. I thought that diſtemper had been only pro- I 


per to people of quality. 


Arch. Madam, like all other faſhions i it wears out, 21 5 


fo deſcends to their ſervants; though in a great many of 


us, 1 believe, it proceeds from ſome melanchuly particles b- 


in the blood, occ:vioned by the ſtagnation of wages. 


Dor. How affectedly the fellow talks —— How long, - . 


7 pray, have you ſerved your preſent maſler? 


Arch. Not long ; ; my life bas bern _— ſpent i in the "v9 7 


. vice of the ladies. 


Mis. Sul. And pray, n ſervice do you like bell! 1 


eh. Madam, the ladies pay beſt; the honour of ſerv. 


955 ing them is ſufficient wages; there is a charin in their | 
looks that delivers a pl-aſure with their commands, and, | 


2 gives our duty the wings of inclina:ton. _ 
Mrs. Sal. That flight was above the pitch of a livery ; 
and fir, would not you be ſatis tied to ferve a lady again? 


Arch. A; groom of the chambers, madam, but not as 4a 


footman. 


Mrs. SI. I fuppoſe you ſerved as freqmizn bene? 
Arch, For that reaſen I would not ſerve in that poſt. 

_ again; for my memory is tov weak for the load of meſ- 

| ſages that the ladies lay upon their ſervants in Lot don: 

my lady Howa' ye, the laſt mifire(s ! ſerved, call'd me | 

up ove morning, and told me, Martin, go to my lady All- 

night with my 3 ſervice; tell her I was to wait on 


her lady ſhip yeſterday, and left ward with Mrs, Rebecca, 


that the pteliminaries of the affair ſhe k nous of, are ſlapt 


till we know the concurrence of the perſon that I know 


of, which there are circumſlances wanting which we ſhall 


accomc date at the old place; but that in the mean time 


there is a perſon about her ladyſhip, that from ſeveral F 
hints and ſurmiſes, was neceſſary at a certain time to the. 
_ diſappcitutments that ratuze'iy attend things, that to ber | 


: knowledge are of more inpottance 
Mrs. SI. Dor. Ha, ha! where you going, fir ? | 
arch. Why, 1 ba'o't Half dane. Ihe whole howd'ye 
was abcut baff an hour long; fo happer'd to miſplace 
two ſyllables, and was turn'd off, and render'd incapable. 
Dor. The pleaſanteſl {ilow, ſiſter, 1 ever ſaw. 


But, friend, if your maſter be married, — ] | preſume : 


' yeu ſtill ſerve a lady, 


Arch. Ne, madam, I take care never to come into a 


married. amid; the commands of the maſler and miſ- 


trefs 2 


now 


hall 
time þ# 
eral _ 
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both. 
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tres are always ” — that tis — to pleaſe 


Dio: There's a main point gain'd, - My lord ia 

not married, I find. | — "| ds 
Mrs. Sul. But T 3 friend, that in fo many go 

ſervices, you had not a better proviſin mate tor you, 


= Arch. I don? t know hows ina am 1 am . well 7 


as I am. 
Mrs. Sal. Something fox a pair of gloves. [Offering money. 
Arch. I humbly beg leave to be excuſed : my maſtei, 
- pays me ; nor dare I take money from any uther 15 
| hand, without kirjuring his honour, and r ing his 
commands. 5 
Herub. Brother Martin, brother Marti! ! 
"—_ What Co you ſay, brother Scrub? 
crub, Take the money, and give it to me. [Ex, Arch. 
þ This is furprizing ; did FRO 4 ever ſee 0 provty. a 


- © : we! | bred fellow? 


Mrs. Sul. The devil whe him for WEaring that livery. 
Dor. I fancy, filter, he may be ſome Lentleman, 2 


friend of my lord's, that his ſor aſt. ip na- pitch'd upon © 


for his courage, fidelity, and diſcretion, to bear nim 
5 company in tins drets, and bo, deu to one, Was Us ä 
f nd, 
Mlre. Sul. [tis fo, i it mu be ſe, and it Q l be *— | 
: For I itke bim. 
Dor. Whit! betten thas the cankt? © 
Mrs. Sul. The court hap; in'd to be PR moſt agreez- 
dle man upon the place; and fol choſe tim to fre 
me in my deſign up n my h {band But I odd 
like this fellow better in a den upon myſelf. | 
Dior. But now, filter, for an interview with this lord, 
and this gentle man; N ſha'l we bring that about? 
Mrs. Sal. Patience! you ccuntr, ladies give no quar- 
ter — — Would you prevent the'r deſires, "and give the ; 
fe low no wiſhing time? —— 'L ok Dore if my 
lord Aimwell loves you or deſerves you, he'll find a way 
to ſee you, and the'e we mutt leave it, —— My buſinefs 
comes now upon the tapis,— Have you prope your | 
brother ? Dor. Yes, yes. 
Mrs. Su/ And ho did he reliſh it? | 
Dor. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to bimſclf, 5 
00 promiſed to be guided by me: but here he comes. 
Enter Svilen. | 
Sal. What ſoging was ar os | heard juſt now ? 


Mr, 
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— oye ——_— — — 
. p 


Mrs. $u/. The ſinging in your head, my dear, you 
| complaig' of it all day. 
Sul. You're impertinent. 


ou. 
Sul. One fleſh ? nes two carcaſſes join'd unnawrally 


: to ether. 


Jul. or rather 3 living foul coupled to a ons. | * 


body. 
Dor. So, this i is fine encouragement for me ! 
Sul. Yes, my wife ſhews you what you muſt do! 


| ſuffer, 
Sul, *Sdeath, why can't you be filent ? 
Mrs. Sul. 'Sdeath, why can't you talk? 
Sul. Do you talk to any purpoſe? 
Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe? 


Sul. Sifter, bark'e— [ Wh; 11 bann be home M 
it be late. a 1 


Mrs. ga, What did he whiſper to ye? 
Dor. That be would go round = back way, come 


Into the cloſet, and liſten, as I directed him. But let me | 
| beg once more, dear filter, to drop this project; for as I 


told you before, inſtead of awaking him to kindneſs, you 


may provoke him to rage; and then who knows how far : | 
his brutality may carry him? | | 


Mrs. Sal. I'm 3 to receive e him, I warrant you. 
< VVV — 


"ACT Tv. 


Eu- Z L. 1— and Mrs. Sullen, Dorinda mexting them . 
Dor. E Ws, dear ſiſter, news, news! 


Enter Archer running. 
Arch. W here, where is my lady Bountiful prey. | 


: 5 which i is the old lady of you three? L. Boun. I am. 


Arch. O madam, the fame of your lady ſhip's charity, 
_ goodneſs, benevolence, ſkill and ability, have drawn me 
hither to implore your ladyſhip's help in behalt of my. 


_ unfortunate maſter, who is at this moment breathing | 


his laſt. 
L. Baus. Your maſter ! 3 n 
Arch. At your gate, madam, drawn by the appearance 
of your hancſome houſe to view it nearer, and walking up 
the avenue within five paces of the c cout yard, he was taken 
att 


Mrs. Sal. I was ever fo, fnce I became one fleſh with | 


| Mis, Sl. And wy huſband ſhews you N muſt | | 


4 the way; In ſee him cought 1 in myſelf, a ED 
| [ Exit « with Archer, hs 


* 
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z of a ſudden with a ſort of I know 1 not t what; ;. bot down ; 


he fell, and there he lies. 


L. Boas. Here, Scrub, Gipſey. 3 
. * and Gipſey. 


8 All run, get my eaſy chair down ſtairs, put the genttemay ok 
| in it, and bring him in quickly, quickly. 


Arch. Heaven will reward your lady hip for this cha- : 


bs 4 ritable act. 


L. Bous. bh your maker uſed to theſe fits? | 
| Arch. O yes, madam, LT: have known bim 


. have five or fix of a night. 


L. Boas. What's his name? 3 
Arel. Lord, madam, he's a dying; am minute s care or 


= neg l-& may ſave or deſtroy his life. 


Boun. Ah, poor gentleman ! come, friend, bew! me 


Der. 0, ſiſter, my heart flutters about ſtrangely, I can 


hardly forbear running to his aſſiſtance. 


Mrs. Sul. And I'II lay my life he deferves your FT : 


ance more than he wants it : did not I tell you that my 
lord would find a way to come at you? Love's his diſ- 


temper, and you muſt be the phyfician ; put on all your | 


Charms, ſummon all your fire into yer eyes, plant the 


who artillery of your looks 2 bis ideea, and Conn 
with him. 


Dor. O, ſiſter, I'm but a young gunner, 1 ſhall be 


afraid to ſhoot, for fear the piece ſhould recoil, and burt 


myſelf. 
rs. Hal. Never fear, you man ſee me ſhoot before you, 5 


| i you will, 


Dor. No, no, dear ſiſter, you his miſs your mark 


fo unfortunately, that 1 ſhan't care for being inſtructed by 


ou. | 
Enter. Abel in a 3 carried by Archer and n ; 


Lach Bountiful, Gipſey. Aimwcell counterfeiting a favoon- 


L. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the hartſhorn drops — 


Gipley, a glaſs of fair water, his fit's very Rrong. — 
me, how his hands are clench'd ! Z 


Arch. For ſhame, ladies, what ye do? why don't t un 
help us ?- Pray, madam, [To Dorinda] take his 


| bard and open ir, if you can, whiltt I hold his head. 


Dorinda takes his hand. 
Der. Poor gentleman—Oh—he has got my hand with- | 


Un his, and ſqueezes | it unmercifully——— LE 


„ . Bonn, 
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L. ſw »Tis th: viol ce if his conv ion, child. | 
Are. O , MA. lam, he's vert &ly 1 in tneſe caſes 5 

de'“ bit» you if y u don't have a care. 

Dor. Ob, my hand! my hand! | 
L. Foun, What's the matter with the fooliſh vie? 


I have got this hand open youn lee with + great deal " he © 


eaſe. ; 
- Arch. Ay, but, madam, your daughter? s hand | is ſome- 


What warmer than your ladyfhi p , and the heat of it draus Yb | 72 


the force of the {pirits that way. 


 Mre. Sul. I kud, fri- nd, you” re e very learned in theſe : 


80 of fits. 

Arch. Tis no wander, ak for I'm * e 5 
with them myſelt; I find myſelf extremely ill at this 
minute. | [Looking tard at Mrs. Sullen. 


| Mrs, Sul. [Afice.] I fancy I could find a way to cure | 


you. 

9 Benn: His fit holds him very long... 

Arch. Longer than uſual, madam, ——— _ 

L. Boun. Where did his lloef: take him ert. pray ? 
Arco. To-day at church, nadam. 

L. Boun. In what manner was he taken? 


Arch. Very drangely, my lady. He was of a ſudden 5 


touch'd with ſomething in his eyes, which at the fult 
be only felt, but could not tel whether 'twas pore or 


pleaſure. .. 
LI. Bonn. Wind, nothin but wind. Your maſter 2M 
mould never go without a bottle ro ſmell to ——— Oh! 


| he recovers the laveuder-water — ſome tea- 
| .thers to burn under his noſe - Hun gary water to rub his 
temples ——0O, he comes to himſelf. Hem a little, fir, 
| dein —Gipſey, bring the oordial water. 
8 [Aimwell Items ti to aꝛb le in amaxe. 
Dor. How do you, fir? ESE 
Aim. WhereamT? | | (27 g. 
Sure I have paſs'd the 25170 of Glent death, | 
And now am landed on the Elyſian ſhore, 
_ Behold the goddeſs of thoſe happy plains, 
Fair Proſerpne—let me adore thy brigh: divinity. 


[Knecls to Do. inda, an Ki ber hand, | 


Mrs. Sul. So, ſo, fo, | knew where the fit would end. 
Aim. Eurydice perhaps — 


| How could thy Orpheus keep his verd. 

And not look back upon thee; 

| Notrealure but thyſelt could ſure have brib'd him | 
To 


To 


can now. oply beg pardon- 

ledg ments for your lady hip? s care till an opportunity 

offers of making ſome ame nds — ! dare be no longer 
nabe Martin, . give two guineas to che ſervants 
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5 2 To look. one minute off thee. 
I. Boun, Delirious, poor gentleman. 


Areb. Very deli itous, madam, ver) delirious. ; 
Aim. M tia's voice, I thiok, | 


Arch, Les, my lord Ho * your lordlip ? ? 


L. Beun Lord! did you miad that, — 


Aim. Where am 1? 


Areb. In very good hands, fir—You were pen 3 | 


ao. with one of your old fits, under the trees, juſt by J 
this good lad; 's houſe; her ladyſhip had you taken iu, 
and has miraculouſly brought 25 0 yourſelf, as you 
ſee. 


3 m ſo con founded with ſhame, madam, that I : 
And refer my acknome 


8 [g. | 
Dor. * you may catch cold by going fo Coo into 


the air; you don't look, kr, as if you were , re · 
| cos eted. 6 


[ Here Archer talks 70 7. dy Wes in * 11. W 


Am. That I thall never be, madam; my preſent. I 
illneſs is ſo and. that [ mall expe to carry it to my. 


grave. | 
L. Boas. Come, 5 vour 8 has been telling me 


that you're apt o relap! e, if you go into the air— Your 
good wanners ſhan't get the better of ours — You ſhall fit 


down again, fir: Come, lir, we dvo't mind ceremonies 


in the count y—Hewp, Gibt. Ys bring the cordial water 
| Here, fir, wy ſervice bye 


- You thall taſte my water; 
"tis a cordial, | can aſſure you, and of my own making. 
Aras. Yes my lady makes very good water. | 
L. Boun. Drink it off, fir ; [Aimwell drinks. JAnd how | 


d'ye find yourſelf now, fir * 


Aim. S mewhat betet. tho very faing Rill, | 

L. Beun. Av, av, people are always faint after theſe 
fits. Come, girls, you ſhall ſhew the gentleman the houſe ; 
"tis bit an old fam.ly building, fir; but you bad better - 


walk abut, and cool by degrees, than venture immedi. 
ately iato the air—You'll find ſome toierabl: pictuies— 


Dorinde, ſhew the gentleman the way. | & mult Tg to he 


poor wor an below. | LE. | 


Dor, This way, fir. 
Aim, 3 alt 1 beg leave for my ſervant to wait 
o 


| 
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on you, for the underſtands pictures very well. 


Mrs. Sul. Sir, we underſtand originals, as well as he = 


Coes pictures, ſo he may come along. 
LEx. Mrs. Sul. Arch, Aim. Dor. ] Scrub firs down. 
Enter Foigard, 
Fig. Save you, maſter Scrub. 


ö 2 Sir, I won't be ſav'd your 251 hate 8 


prieſt, I abhor the French, and I defy the devil Sir, I'm 


2 bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop of my blood to 


| keep out popery and flavery. 


Foig. Maſter Scrub, you would put me down in poli- 2 


| ticks, and fo I would be ſpeaking with Mrs. Gipſey. 


Scrub. Good Mr. Prieft , you can't ſpeak with her; 
he's fick, fir ; ſhe's Zone abroad, fir ; ſhe*'s—dead * ; 


months ago, dr. 5-5 »- nw Gay. . 
Cup. How now, impudence ! How dare you talk fo. 


E ſaucily to the doctor ? Pray, fir, don't take it ill; for the 


common people of England are not ſo civil toſtrangers as 


Scrub. You lie, you lie; — tis the common People, i 


ſuch as you are, that are civileſt to ſtrangers. 


9 Gip. Sirrah, I have a good mind 3 out 1 : 


fy! Scrub, I won't! 


Grip. You w-n't, ſauce-box — Joftor, abi 6% 1 


the caprain's name that came to your inn laſt night? 


Scrub. IT he captain! ah, the devil, there ſne hampers N 
the captain has me on one ſide, and the 


me again; 
prieſt on vother : 
Rave a fire time on”: 
SGi. What, Gerad, wor't you march! 


between the gown and ſword [ 


| Scrub. No, my dear, L won't maſwh—bur I n walk: 3 
And II nds bold to liſten a little too. ©" 


Gip. Indeed, doctor, the count bas been barbarouſly 


treated, that's the truth on't. 
Foig. Ah, Mis. Gipſey, upon my ſhoul, now Gra, his 


| complaining: w..u'd mo.lify the marrow in your bones, 
and move the bowels of your commiferation ; he veeps, 
and he dances, aod he files, and he ſwears, and he 
laughs, and he Ramps, and he ings ; in concluſion, joy, 
he's afflicted, à 4 Francois, and a ſtranger would 1 not know 


whidet to cry or to laugh with him. 
Gip, What would you have me do, doctor? 


Foig. Nothing, joy, but only hide the count in Mrs. 
Sullen's cloſet, when it is dark. 


Gip, Notbing ! ls that nothing ? it would be both 2 


fin and a ſhame, doctor. 


| Fog. 


—But, cedaut arma toge. (Going. Fs 


* 5 8 
. . 4 8 4 
N 8 — 
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Foig. Here is twenty louisdores, joy, for your ſhame ; 


and [ Sl give you an abſolution for the ſhin, 


Gip. But won't that money look like a bribe? „ . 
Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk rant you re- 


|  ceive the money before hand, tw ill be /ogics, a bribe; 
dut if you lay till afterwards, 'twill be only a gratifica- | 


_ 
Gip. Well, doctor, Pu take it 1 what muſt 


1 do with my conſcience, fir? 


Foig, Leave dat wid me, joy ; Iam your 7 Gra 1 5 


f and your conſcience is under my hands. 


Gip. But thould I put the count into the 8 . 
Foig. Vell, is dere any thin for a man's beivg ins ; 


: cloſhet ? one may go to prayers in a cloſher. 


Gip. But if the lady ſhould come into her chamber and. 5 


3 20 0 bed ? 


Foig. Vel, and is dere any is i in going to bed, joy 1 
Gi. Ah, but if the parties ſhould meet, doctor? 
Foig. Vel den— the parties muſt be reſponſible— 


Do — be gone after putting the count in the cloſnet; 


and leave the ſhins wid themſelves —1 Will come with the : 


count to inſtru you in your chamber. 


Gip. Well, d: tor, your religion is ſo pure, that I'm 


_ relolv:d to die a martyr to't——Here's the key of the 
g | ar ap z come in the back-way, when tis late —l'll 


ready to receive you; but don't ſo much as whiſper, 


only take hold of my band ; Pl lead you, and do you lead 
te count, and follow ůme. , Erst. 


3 Scrub. 


by What witcheraft now have theſe two o imps of the . 
devil been a hatching here ?—There's twenty louiſdores; 
I heard that, and ſaw the purſe: bat! malt give room to 
my betters, 
Enter Aimwell kading Decals. Mrs. Sullen and Archer, 
Mrs, Sul. Trays fir, Leo Archer] how d' 'ye like that 85 | 


iece? 


thete? 
Arch. O, madam, cis poor Ovid in his exi e. 
Mes. Sal. What was he baniſh'd for? 
arch. His ambitious love, madam. (Leg. His 


Mrs. Fal. Pray, a; what head 1s that in the corner 


| misfortune touches me. 


_ Mrs. Sl. W as he ſuecefsful in his amours ? e 
| | Arch, 


gp YL O, tis 1 find, — bow Jopirer 5 
| came diſgu ſed to make love | : 
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| Arch. There he bas left us in the dark He was (00 


8 much a gentleman to tell. 

Mrs. SJ. If he were 3 1 pity bim. 5 

Arcb. And if he were ſucceſs: ul, I envy him. 

_ Mrs. Sal. How &ye like that Venus over the chimney ? 


Arch. Venus! I proteſt, madam, I took it for your 


picture; but now I look again, tis not handſome enough. 


_ Mrs, Sul. Oh, what a charm 1s flatrery ! if you would 5 
fee my picture, there | it is, over that cabinet — Hou d'ye : 


: ö D it? 
EAlreb. I muſt os any thing, n ths * the 
least reſemblance of you=— But methinks, madam.— 


% | He hooks at the picture and Mrs. Sullen three or four — 


turns. ] Pray, madam, who drew it? 


Mrs. Sl. A famous hand, fir, Aim. and Dor. goof. 

Arch. A famous hand, madam! Vour eyes, indeed, ate 

bo featured there; but where s the ſparkling moiſture, ſhin- 

ing fluid, in which they ſwim f The picture, indred, has 

| your dimp! es; but where's the ſwarm ot killing Cupids 
that ſhould ambuſh there? The lips too are figured out: 
but where's the carnation dew, the pouring. rigeneſs that 


tempts the taſte in the originel 2. 


Mrs. Sal. Had it been my lot ro have matc:;'d BOY 
ſuch a man! e 


Arch. Your breaſts too ! Preſumptuous man! Wh 


paiat heaven] A-propos, madam, in the very next picture 


is Salm neus, that was ſtruck dead with lightu lng, for of- 


fering to imi ate Jove's thunder ; ; 1 hope you ſerved the 


Painter ſo, madam. 


M's. Sul Hed my eyes the power of thunder, they | 


would employ their lightning better, 


| Arch. I think the quilt is the richeſt that ever I ſaw 
3 cast at this diflan Ce, madam, didinguiſh the 


%u youu me leave, 


Figures of the embroidery * will y 
madam ? = 
Mis. SJ. The devil take bis "FEE Ra 


"ER ifk 


gave him an opportunity, he durſt not offer iI have a 
great mind to try. — Going, Returnet.] de ith, what am 
1 doing ?- And alone to, F a Sitter, hfter! [Zit. 


Arch. VI f ow her cloſe- 
For where a Frenchman wur/? atten! to Herm, 


A Briton, Jure, may vb l the work N . 


Enter Scrub. 
_ Scrub. Murtin, Brache Mattia. 


Arch. Is: * 1 beg your e was not 5 
a going 6 


-I 


. a pring: here's 4 guinea my m aſt er arder'd vou. 
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Scrub. A guinea ; bi, bi, hi, a guinea! eh 


Arch. Not at all; I have another for Gipſey. 
Scrub. A guinea fir ber! Fire and faggot for the ws teh. 


3 give me that guinea, ; and Pli diſcover 2 x plot. 5 


Ar 
Scrub. Ay, fir, a plot, a horrid plot—Fir8, it.muſt be 


a plot, becauſe there's a woman in't: ſecondly, i it muſt e 
a plot, becaule there's a h rieſt in't: thirdly, i in muſt be a 


plot, becauſe there? 8 French gold in | the Aud fourthly, 7 
it mult be a pl. ut, becauſe 1 don't know what to — 


5 on't. 


PHY Nor ne be dy aſe, P m > afrals, eber W 
Kh, Truly Im afraid ſo too; for where there's a 


prieſt and a woman, there's alweys 2 myſtery and a riddle 
- - —— This, I know, th :at here has been the dactor with a 
[temptation in one hand, and an abſolation in the other, - 
T8 - wal Gipſey has fold herlelt to the devil; I faw the pores: - 


paid down, my eyes ſhull rake their oath on't, 
Arch. A: 1d 1 18 all this buſtie about Gip ſey ? | 
Scrub, That's not all; I could hear "hut a word here ; 


and there; but 1 remember the) mention'd. a count, 
.. Cloie!, a bace-docr, and a key. 


Arch. The count ! cid you , nothing of Mes. | 


Sollen 


"Seb. 1.608 how fi a_ that founded thar way : 
but whether it & as Sullen or Mo. 1 could not dilin⸗ 


guiſh. 


urch. You have told his matter to nobody, brother? 
S. rab. Told! no, fir, I thank you for that; Pm re- 
ſolved never to ſpeak one word, pro nor con. till we dare 
a peace. 

Arch, You rh Fe right; brother Sc ww; here's 8 rrenty : 


a foot between the count and the lady. — The prieſt and 


the chamb-r-maid are picnipotentia'ics — 


It hall go 


| hard, but I'll find a wy to be igcluded. in the treaty. 
Where's the doctor now? | 


Scrub. He and Gipfey are this moment t devouring wy < 


; lady's marmalade in the cloſ-t. 


Lim. | From without.) Mertin, Martin! 
Arch I come, fir, 1 come. | 
Scrub. Bat you 1 gt the other guinea, 1 Mane. 


Arcb. Here 1 give it with all my heart. | Zxit Archer. 


Scrub. | 


- by — 
this light it is a guigea; but | ſuppoſe you expe one i 
5 and twenty ſhillings in chauge. bo 
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5 Scrub. And I rake it with all my foul I'cod, PM fooit Ie 


your plotting, Mrs. Gipley ; and. - ſhould ſer the 


ö * upon me, theſe two guineas will buy me - F. 5 
| [Exrr. Scrub. . 
8 Rater Mrs. Sullen and D-rinda, meeting. | 
Mrs. Sal. Well, filter. - Dor. And _ alder. 5 
Mrs. Sal. What's become of my lord? 
Dor. What's become of his ſervant? 
MIS. Sul. Servant! he's a prettier fellow and 6 a | hore. 
- gentleman by fifty degrees ban his maſter, | 
Dor. O' my coalcie! nce, I fancy you cou'd beg chat file f 
low at the gallous - foot. 5 
Mrs, Sul. O' my conſcience, [ could, provided I could 
| put a friend of yours in bis room. | 
Dor. You defired me, fiſter, to leave you, when you 
tranſgieſſed the bourds of hogour. 
Mrs. Sl. Thou dear centotious country girl—— What 
doſt mean? Vou can't think of the man without the bed- 
5 Dor. 1 don't find any thing unnatural in that thought ; 
while the miad is converſant with fleſh and blood, It nul 
conform to ih- humours of the company. 
Mrs. SJ. How a little love and conceriaion | improve 
a uoman? Why, ak. you vous! to * never 
ſpoke before. EE 
Dor. Becauſe I was never r ſpoke to be fore: my ined "OY | 
told me, that 1 have mure wit and beauty than any of my 
ſex; and truly I begin to think the man is ſincere, _ 
Mrs. Sul. Yeu're in the tight, Dorinda; pride is the * 
life of a woman, and flatery is cur daily bread—But [il 
| Lay you a guinea that 1 had finer things ſaid to me than 


you had. 
Dor. Done —— Whit did y your fellow ſay to ye? 


R mine. | 
Dor. But my Hu ak. me for Venus her ſe lf · | 
Mrs. Sul. Common cant ! had my ſpark c I's me a 


Mrs Sul. My fellow took. the picture of Veous for | 1 


venus dicectly, I ſhould have believed him a n 3 1 


. good earneſt. 
Dor. But my lover was upon his * ta me. 
Mrs. SI. And mine was upon his As to me. 
Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. | 
Mrs. Sui. Mine ſwore to die with me. 75 
Dor. Mine kiſs'd my hand ten thouſand times. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine has all * to _ F 
Dor. 


4 2 * - 4 
* * * 2 * 8 
N + > 4 
" 2 2 


. 


1. 
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Dor, Mine ſp ke the ſofteſt movings things. „ 


e A+, ay, mine had his 20 — « 


Dor. Mine tf:red marriege. | 
M.s. Sl. O lard! &'ye call that a moving ing? 15 
Dir. The ſharpeſt arrow in his quiver, my dear ſiſter; 


ny my tweuty thouſand pounds may lie broodiag 
here this ſeven years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome 
| Hli-natured clown like yours 
my lord Aimwell, there will be title, place and prece- 
| dence, the park, the play, and the diawing-room, ſplen - 
dor. eqoipage, noiſe and flambeauz—— Hey, my lady 
1 Aimweil's {crvants there—Ligbte, lights to the ſtairs— 


Whereas, if I marry 


My lady Aimwell's coach, put forward Stand by; make 
room for ber lady hip Are not theſe tbiags moving Ss 


| What! ! melancholy of a ſudden ? 


Mrs. Su. Happy, happy titer ! your angel has been x 


+ watchful for your happineis, whilſt mine has ſlept, regard= 
leſs of his charge 


4 for you, but net one hour for me! [Weepss 


Long ſmiling years of circling Joys 


Dor. Come, my dear, we'll talk of ſomethingelſe. - 
Mis. Sal. OD rinda, l own myſelfa woman, full of my 


ſex, a gentle, generous ſoul, —caſy aud yielding to ſoft 
|, defires; a ſpacious heart, wheie love and all his train 

might lodge: and mult the fair apartment of my brealt 

125 de made a ſtable for a brute to lie in? 


Dor. Meaning your huſband, I ſuppoſe ? 3 6 
Mis. Sal. Huſband ! Ne Een huſband i is too foft 


# 2 name for bim.—But come, I expe& my brother here 
to- night or to-morrow 3 he was abroad when my father 
| married me; perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy. 


Dor. Will you promiſe not to make yourſelf ealy i in £ 


the mean time with my lord's friend? 


Mrs. Sal. You miſtake me, fifter—Ic happens with us : 


as among the men, the greaeſt talkers are the greateſt 


cowards ; and there's a reaſon for it; thoſe ſpirits eva- 


porste in prattle, which might do more miſchief if they 
took another courſe - 


dos love that fellow; 
| ſhould be, and I undreft as I ſhould be Look, filter, : 
I have no ſupernatural g.fts; — I can't ſwear I could 


Though, to confeſs the truth, [_ 
-and if I met him dreſt as he 


relilt the temptation,— — though I can ſafely promiſe to 


'} avoidut; and that's as much as the beſt of us can do, 


CERRE Th bn -<- Tla. 
Enter Aima el] aud Archer laug bing. 


Þ|_. 4rcb. And the aukward kindneſs of the pou motherly 
"- % ——_—_ __ E. Ain. 
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Ain. And the coming ealireſs of the young one 
Ss ceath, 'tis pity to deceive her. 

Arch. Nay, if you adhere ro thoſe principles, top 
| where you Gee. 
Aim. I can't ſtop; ; for I keg her to diflrattion. 


_ Arch. Sdeath if you love her a hair's breadth beyond S 


= diſcretion, you muſt go no farther. 


Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from bes- 
5 teriog away our idle AYP at White” 3, Tom' * 


1 Will s, —Buot n 


Arch. Ay, miw 18 the time to prereyt an this—Strike | 


while the iron ie hot—The prieſt is the lucki- ft part of 
our adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for we. 


Aim. But I mould not like a woman that can be ſo 


fond of a Frenchman. 


Arch. Alas, fir, neceſſity has no TO the ws may 


| bein diſtreſs.—If the plot lies as I fuſp-t—1 muſt put 


on the . here comes the doctor: I thall 


de ready. | | IE — | 


Envir | Fn 
Fu- Saave vou, noble friend. 


Aim. O fir, your ſervant : Fray, ä may 1 crave 8 


* yrame? 


Foig. Fatnaamis upon me? My naam is Foigard, Joy. 
Am. Frigard ! a very good name for a clergyman; 


Pray. doctor Foigard, were you ever in Ireland? 


Foig. Ireland! No, joy; Fat ſort of plaace is dat 
ſaam Ire ad? Dey fay de people art catch'd dere when 


dey are young. 


| Aim. And fome of 'em here when they a. a e ol; j —_— 
for «<x+mpl: —{Takes Foigard by rhe Souleler] Sir, I arreſt | 
you as atiaito: ageinft the government ; you're a ſubject 


of Englendy and this moruing fhew'd me a commithori, 
by which zou f. rved as chaplain in the French army: 


This is death by. our law, and your reverence mult hang 


for 1 it 


Fig. Upon my ſhou!, noble friend, 1 is is moge news | 


x you tell me, Fader Poigard a fubj<& of England de ſon 


of a Bu -gomeſter of. Broflels, a * of England: : | 


Ubooboo  —— 

| Lim. The fon a Beg-tr tter in Treland ; fir, your 
tongue will condema you b. fore any bunch in the king- 
dom. 2 | 
Foig. And is my tongue ail your evidenſh Joy 


Aim. A . 
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Foig. No, no, joy, for I will never ſpagke Englith no 


ore. ; 
Aim Sir, [have other evidence. —Here, Martin, you 58 
Kbow this tellon. _ Euer Archer. CN 


Arch. [In @ brogue.] IN you * dear codes, how 


' does you health? 


Foig. Ah! upon my mou derei is mv countryman, and 


J his brogae will hang mine. [AA le.] Mynhere, ick wet 2 
* * Watt hey zacht, ic uni vert on ewe neat, /acrament. | 


Ain, Altering your language won't do, lir, this fel. ow | ; 


| knows your = perfon, and will {wear to your face, 


Foip. Faaſh! fey, his dere brogue uvon my faaſh too! 


F Upon my ſoulvation dete 1th, joy ——But, Ty 
Cuſſen Mackſhare, vil vou not put a e upon 5 
me? 


Foig. Mackſhane! by St. Parrick, dai is * naam ſhure | 
£n0U 2 ch. | | 1 
ow. | 8 Aches, you hae] 5. 

Fog. The devil bang you, Jay. —57 fat acquaintance Hog 


| are you my cuſſen? 2 
Arch. O, de devil hang your thelf, joy; you know we : 
nere little boys togeder upon de ſebar „ ar * your fofler- 
mod r's ſun was married upon my nurte's chilker, juy, and : 


fo we are [riſh cuſſens. 


Foig. De devil taake : de relavion i Vi, joy, and fat „ 


* | was it? 


Arch, I think it vas=aay— "Twas Tipperary. | | 
Foig. Now, upon my ſhau', joy, it was Kilkenny. 
Aim. That's enough tor u:—f.lf-contethon—come, firs 


we mult deliver you into the hands of che next magiſtrate. 


Arch. He tends you to gaol, you're tried next aſſiacs, | 
and away you g (wing into purgatory. | 
Fog. And is it ſho «1d you, cuſſen? 
Arch, It will be ſho aid you, cuſſen, if you don't 


immediately confeſs the ſecret between you and Mrs, Gip- 
| ley. Look'e fir, the gallows or the fe cret, take your choice. 


Faig. The galiows ! upon my ſhoul I hate that ſhame 


gallows, for it is a di ſcaſh dat is fatal to our family, —Vel, 


den, there is nc thing, ſhentlemens, but Mrs. Sullen would £ 
ſpaak wid the Court in her chamber at midnight, and dere 
i no harm, joy, for | am to conduct - the Count to the 


plaach mylelf. 


n A1 goeſs 4 —Have you communicated then mat- a 


3 t the Count? 


7. Paige L have not ren ki ace. | ; DO 
| E 2 | 2 | Arch. 
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| Arch, Right again; why then, doctor you tall 8 


| condudt me to the lady inſtead of the Count. 


Foig. Fat my cuſſen to the lady * my ſheu, gras 1 


7 dat s too much upon the brogue. 


Arch. Come, come, doctor; conſider we have got arops | 
about your neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, we'll ſtop your 
wind- pipe, moſt certainly ; we ſhall have another job for 


you in a day or two, I hope, 8 
Ain. Here's compauy coming this way; ; ler $ into my 
chamber, and there concert our affairs further. 

Arch. Come, my dear cufſen, cone _, 


:  Faig. Arra the devil ta»ke our relaſhion. [E. eunt, 
| Emer Boniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one door, 
; Gibbet at the op pi ſite. 


G;. weh, gentle men, tis a fine as t for dur enterprize. 


Hourf. Dark as hell. 
Hag. And blows like the devid; our 4andlo:d here han 


__ thewn vs the window where we mull break ion, avd tells us 


the plate ſtands in the waintcoat cupboard in the par our, 


Bien. Ay, ay, M.. Bapſhur, a- rhe „irg is, kuiv-s ard =. 2 
Forks, cups, and cans, tumbiers and fark vde,—! bees 


one lan kard, as the lar ing is, that's nar upon at big as 


me; 5 it was a p: ,elent 0 che June from bis g. 1 Re, ie, © 


and ſmells of nutmeg and roof, like an Fad-Ledia ip, 


Hounſ. Then you ſay we mult divide at the ſtair-head, 
Bon, Yes, Mr. Hour flow, as the ſaying is—at obe end 
of the gallery Les my Lady Bounritul and her Cavghtery 


and at the other, Mis. Sulizn—as tor the iqutre- 

Si. He's fate enough, | have fairly ent..r'd him, and 

he's more than half ſeas over alr:adv— But ſuch a parcel 

ol fcoundrels are got about hiw there, that egad 1 Was 
aſham'd to be ſeen in their companv. 


| Bon. Lis now twelve, as the ſaying j—geutlemen 


- you mult ſer out at one 
SGeib. Hounflow, do you and Bag ſhot ſee our arms 6x 'd, 
ans I'll come to you preſently. 


Hounſ and Bag. We will. [ Exeunt Hounf, and Bag. 


S1. Well, my dear 5 you aſſure me that Scrub 
is a comard 

Bon. A chicken, as the ſaying i—yov'll have 0 
creature to deal with 4 the ladies. 


Gib. And I can aſſure you, friend, there's a great deal 


of 2ddreſs and good manners in robbing a lady I am the 


moſt a gentleman that way that ever trave led the road 


but my dear . this peins will be a galleon, a Vigo 
| bufGficls 


fa 


Pp Ban, | NJoming, comiag 


0 3 "5 
* 


4 * | 
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baſaeſs I warrant you | we ſhall bii 8 off three or 


'F four — pounds. 


Bon. In plate, jewels, and money, as the ſaying ! is, you 


may. 
Gib. Why then, Tyburn, [ defy thee: Pi cet up to 


town, fell off my horſe and arms, buy myſelt ſome petty 
employment in the law, and be as aug and as honeſt as 
| cer a long gowa of 'em all. 


Bon. And what think you then of my daughter Cherry 
for a wile ? 


Gib. Look'e, my dear Ponny, Cherry i is the goddeſs 1 


| adore, as the fong goes; bu it is a mxim, that man and 
wife ſhould never have it in their power to hang one 


anorher ; for it they mood, the lord have mercy upon 


—_—— 1 | 


AC T V. 3 © E N E continues. | Knocking debe. 
Ener Boni face. 

a coach, and fix . 

hor ſes at this ame o'night! ſome great man, as 


the 4 is, for he ſcoras to travel with other people. 


Kale Sir Charles Freeman. 
Sir Ch. What, tellow! a public and bed when | 


other p. ople ſleep ? 


Hon. Sir. I aq't a-bed, as the ſaying i 3 | 
Sir C5. 1 ſee that, 8 the ſaying is! Is Mr. Sollen“ s Fae 


N. ily beck think ye 


Bon. All but the UE himſelf, "Fg as the dying is, . 


5 be? Sin the ho vie. 


Str Ch. What company bas he ? 5 

Bon, W hy, ür, there's the conſtable, Mr. Gere the 
exciſemin, the hunck- back'd * and two or three. 
Other genilem en. | 

Sir Ch, I find my ſiſter's lewis gave me thet true pic- 7 


ture of her ſpouſe. Euter Sullen drunk. 


Boe. Sir, here's the ſquire. 

Set FT be puppies left me all-ep —fir. | 

Dir CS. Well, tir. 

St. Sir, I am an unfortunate wat 3 tree 1 
ſand pounds a year, and I can't get a man to ate a cap 
of ale with me. 

Sir Ch, That's very bord. 

Sul. Ay, ſir, — and unleſs you have pity upon me, 4 
fmoke one pipe with me, I muſt een go home to my wife, 
and I bad rather 89 to the dev by half, 


SE | | Sir 
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Sir Ch, Bat 1 preſume, fir, you won't ſte your a | 
to n ght, ſhe'i] be gone to bed you don't uſe to * 
| with your wife in that pickle, f 


S.. What! not lie with my wife Why, fr, 4 you 25 4 | 


tale me tor au atheiſt, or a rake ? 


Sir Ch. If you hate her, fir, I think you had better "of 


SY he from her. 


Sul. I think fo too, friend but! am a juſtice of | 


peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Taw. 
Sir Ch. Law! as 1 take it, Mr. Juſtice, no body ob- 
ſerves law for law's ſake, wy for the good of thoſe for 
whom it was made, 
Sal. But if the law orders me ro ſend you to el. ou 
muſt lie there, my friend. 
Sir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a crime to Ae it. 
Sul. Acrime! oons, an't I married! 
Sir Ch. Nay, fir, if you call mine a crime, you 
 muſtdiſown it for a law. 
Sal. Bh!-—1T muſt be acquainted with you, 1 


bot, fir, 1 ſhould be — glad to know the truth of this - - . 


80 Truth, fir, is a 8 ſea, ud few thene he. 
that dare wade deep enough to find out the bottom on't, | 
1 —— Beſides; fir, I'm afraid the line of your . | 


may n't be lang enough, | . 
Sul. Look'e, fir, | have nothing to (ay to your ſea of ol 
truth, but if a good parcel of land can eniitle a man og 


little tuch, I have as much as any he in the county. 
Bon. I never heard your worſh1,”, as the faying 1 15, tals 
ſo much before. 

Sul. Becauſe I never met with a man what] liked before. 

Bor. Pray, fir, as the ſaying is, let me afc you cone 
queſtion : are not man and wife one fleſh ? 

Sir Ch, You ard your wife, Mr. Guts, may he. one 
| feſh, becauſe you are nothing elſe——but rational erea- 
tures have minds that mult be united. 

- Su}, Midsf - © 3 
Sir Ch. Ay, minds, fir; don? 'tyou think that the wind if 
takes place of the body? | 

Sul. In ſome people. 


Sir CS. Then the intereſt of the wetter: muſt be c con- 8 


ſulted before that of his ſervant. 
Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to- morrow— oon, 
1 always thought that we were naturally one. 5 
Sir Ch. Sir, | know that my two hands are naturally 
one, becauſe — lore one another, kiſs one + another, 


tune 
womag ſhall go. 
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: beto « one another in all the ations of life ? but [ could 7 
not fay ſo much if they were always at cuffs, | 


Sul. Then tis plain that we are two. 
Sir Ch, Why * 't you part with *. ſic? 
Sal, Will you inke her, fir ? 

Sir Ch. With all my heart, 


Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow morning, and * 


veniſon- paſty into the bargain. 


8 Ch. Vou'll let me have her . too? 8 
Sal. Fortune! why, fir, I have no quarrel to her for 
[ only. hate the woman, 10 and none 2 


Sir Ch, Bur her fortune, Rem 
S u/., Can you play at whiſt, lir 2 
- er CS. a, wely, fr. 9 © | 
Lal. Nor at l'-fours? Sir Ch. Neither. 
Sul. Oons! where was this man bred? [ Afide.] Burn 


me, fir, can't go home, 'tis but two o'clock, 


Sir Ch, For half an hour, wes. i _ pleaſe—but you 


muſt confider*tis late. 
Sal. Lat e! that's the reaſon e can? tgo to e Cen 1 


fr, | [Exeunt, 
Cherry runs acroſs the Page, Sucks at Aimwell's CHambere 
Jim. What's the matter; you IT chi:d, you're 


mor. | 0 
Cher. No wonder, 1 in ſhort, ſir, chis very 
minute a gang of rogues are gone to rob my Lady Boun- 
_—_ boute, Aim, How | 
Cher. Legg? 'em to the very door, and left em break · 
ing 1 


Mo 1. Have vou 3 any body elſe with the news ? | 
Che, No, no, fir, I wanted to have diſcover'd the 


whole por, and twenty other things, to your man Mar- 


to; but I hive ſcarch'd the whole houſe, and can't find 
dim; wheres he f 


>" aw. hw i ter, child; wil you guide me immedi. 


« ately to the houſe * 


Cher. Win a! my by art, fir; my Lady Bountiful is : 
my zodmo: her, al { i love Mrs. Dorinda o weil- 


Aim. Dorinda! The name ir ſpi es me, the glory and 
the d. unger all be all my 04n—— Come, my life, let 
me but get my word, | T 
SCE NE 4 1 in Lady Bovntiful's houſe. 
Mrs Sullen and Dorinda diſcover*d; a Table and 1 5 
Dior. "Tis very þ late, Gller; na news of your ſpouſe one 
rs. 


DM 
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1 Mrs Sat-No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till towards Fe, 
fcu, and then PRO I may be executed with * come. | 
3 A 

. Dor. Well, m dear, I'll leave you to your reſt; R you n 5 
80 directly to bed, I ſuppoſe, 5 
Ms. Sal. 1 don't know what to do; hey bo! 
Dor. That's a deſiring ligh, fiſter. 
Mrs. Sal. Thi: a languſhing hour, ſiſter. 5 | 
Dor. Aud might prove a entical minute if the pretty | 
: fellow were here. | 2 
MIS. Sul. Here? what in my bed chamber, at two 
O clock i'th* morning, I undreſs'd, the family aſleep, my 
| hated hvſband abroad, and my lovely fellow at my ——_— 
O gd, fitter, | | 11 
| Der. Thoughts are free, ſiſter, and wem! allow you GE 
So, my dear, good night, [Eaur. 
Mrs. Sal. A good reſt to my dear Doriads - 
. Thoughts free! are they fo? why then ſupp ſe * here, 
dieſs'd like a youthtul, gay and burning bridegroom, 
[Archer ſeals out of the cloſet] with tongue enchinting, _ 
eyes bewitching, knees imploriag; [Turns a litle on ove 
fide, aud fees Archer in the poſture ſhe wveſribes.] Ab! is - 
Dries and runs to the oth r fide of rhe ge. ] Have my 1 
thovghts raiſed. 4 ſpiri. ? What are N fle, a man ora | 
= 9 | * 
ep” Tad Oy © man, a mar, madam. | . ng. 1 
Mrs. Srl. IA -w ſhall I be ſare of it ? 
Areb. Madam, III pive you demonfl:ation this minute. 
_ Mrs. Sul. What, fir ! do You intend to be ruce £ SR 
Arch. Yes, madam, if yoa pleaſe. 
M's. S.. In the name ot wender, whence eame ve? 
Arch. From the ſkies, madam— ma Pegg io Ive, 
and you ſhall be my Alcmens. | 
Mrs. 5. How came you in? | 
_ Arch. Iflew in at the window, madam; your 1 1 1 
Caupid lent me his wings, and your aller Venus opeu'd the 0 4. 
_.calemedr. 
Mrs. $4). T ſtruck dumb with . ation. 
Arch, And { with wonder, Loeb P Nona tely at þ; *. 
Me. 8 What will become of me? 
Ar SY How beautiful fhe looks! ——the teeming 3 U 5 
ſpriog {miles in her blooming face, and when ſhe vas 48 
conceived, ner mother ſmeli to roſe:, look'd on Nlies— oY 


Lilies unfold their ahite, f agrant charms,. 


” ben the Warm ran ſon thus darts tut theirar ms [Runs to ler-. 
| My Se 


kill ſhall reach my heart. 
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| 05 5 
Mrs. Sal. Ah! 


Arab. Oons, madam, what do: you mean? 7 rail | 
the houſe. 0 
Mxs. Sal. Sir, 1'll wake the dead dab I bear . TY 


What! approach me with the freedoms of Cheaper? I'm 
27 glad on't, your impudence has cured me. 


Arch, If this be impudence, | Kneels.] I leave ng 1 5 


partial ſelf; no panting pilgrim, after a tedious, painful 
voyage, Cer bowed before bigs ſaint with more devotion. 


Mrs. 8#/. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. ( Afede.] 


| Riſe thou proſtrate engineer, not afl thy undermining 
Riſe, and know I am a wo- 
man without my ſex ; I can love to all the tenderneſs of 
_ wiſhes, ſighs and not go no farther—Still to con- 
vince you that I'm more than woman, I cau ſpeak my 
frailty, confeſs a weakneſs even for — 


But. 


PLAY For me! ! TY | [Going to 25 hold on ber. 
Mie. Sal. Hold, fir, build not upon that—for my moſt. 


mortal hatred follows, if you difobey what I command 
you now —leave x me this. minute — If he denies, I'm loſt. 


Le., 


| 7b. Then you vl promiſe- 


Mrs. Sul, Any thing audther time. Xx 
_ Arch. When ithall I come? 


Mrs. Sal. Lo- morrow, when you will. 


Arch. Your lips muſt ſeal the promiſe. ö 
Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw! 


Arch. 'T hey muſt, they muſt, Kies ber ] Raptuees ans 
paradiſe | and why not now my angel? The tine, the 
place, filence and ſecrecy, all conſpire—And the now 


conſcious ſtars have pre- ordained this moment fr my 
| happineſ:, 


[Takes her in his arms. 
Mrs. $4/, You will not, cannot, ture. 


Arch. It the ſun rides tail, and diſappoints not 1 


tals of to- morrow's dawn, this uight ſhall FOES — 5008. | 


Mis: Sul. My fex's pride affi't me. 

Arch. My fex's ſtrength help me.“ 
Mrs, Sul. You ſhall ki'l me firſl. 
Arch. ll die with ou. [Carrying ber of 
Mis. Sal. Thieves, thieves, murder-- 
| Enter Scrub in has breeches, dew hee. 
Scrub. Thieves, thieves, muriber, popery 

_ arch. Hat [Draa a Frs 10 feb 8 
Scrub. 2 1g. ] 0 erh, ur, you all 1 bave, 2 


2 take wy lite. 


Mrs. 


* EE BEAUx STRATAGEM. 
Mrs. Sul. [ Holding. Archer" 5 hand #] What does the , 


$ fellow mean; 
8 nadam, own: vpon your knees, your mar- 


. row- bone 
Saerub. One of the rogue I beg vour p-rdov, one 


of the honeſt gentlemen tha! juſt now are broke into the 


. houſe. 15 +. Arch. How ! 
MXIxs. Sz. I hope you did not come to ord me? | 
_ Arch. Indeed I did, mad am, but I would have taken 


5 nothing but what you might very well have ſpared; but 4 
| A Bk crying thicves, has waked this 2 fool, and | 


. 6 he takes em for granted. 
Scrub. Granted ! 'tis granted fir; take all we have. 


Mrs. Sul. The fellow looks as if he were broke out of 


| Bedlam. 7 


Scrub. Oons, madam, they'r re. broke into the houſe | 
"wich fire and ſword; I faw them, heard them, they'll be 
bs we this minute. Arch. What! chieves! 5 


Scrub. Under favour, fir, I think ſo. 

My, Sul. What ſhall we do, fir? | 

Arch. Madam, I wiſh your lady ſhip a good dig t. 
Mrs. Fa“. Will you are me? 
Arch. Leave you! lord, madam, did not you 3 


me to be gone juſt now. upon pain of your immortal 


8 hatred. 
VMs. Sul. Nay, but pray, fi 1 hold of * 


Ach. Ha, ha, ba! now comes my turn to be raviſh'd 
Lou ſce now, madum, you muft uſe men one way or 
other; but take this by the way, good madam, that none 
but a fool will give you the benefit of his courage, un- 
leſs you'll take his love along with it— How | are they 


arm'd, friend ? 


Scrub. With ſword and piſtol, ſir. { gets under the table. | 


Arch. Huſh III fee a dark lanthorn c ming through 


the gallery——Madam, be aſſured I will proteR you, or 


| loſe my life. 


Mrs. Su! Your life! no, fir, they can rob me of no- 
thing that I valve halt ſo much; therefore gow, fir, ous 


me iotreat you to be gone. 


Arab. No, madam, I'll conſult my own n ſafety, * the 
ſake of yours; [ll work by ſiratagem : have you cc arge 5 
enough to ſtand the appearance of em? | 
| Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, ſince I have eſcaped your hands, 5 


1 can face any th ng. 


Arch. Come hither, brother "EY don't you know me? 


Scrub. Eh ! my dear brother, et me kiſs thee. 


he's one of them. Arch. Of whom? 


F a a ts. 


„ A A Apt AR. au 
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Keb This way———Here—f Archer and Scrub hide. 
Enter Sibbet, avith a dark lanthore and a Piftol. 
Gib. Ay, ay, this is the chamber, and the lady lone. 
Mrs. Sal. & ho are you, lic? What would you have? 


Dy come to rob me ? 


Gi. Rob you! alack-a day, made, Pa only 2 


younger br ther, m madam ; and (:, madam, it you make 
@ ncie, I! thoot you through the head : bur don't be 
afraid, madam, heſe rigs, madan ; don't be concern'd, 


mdam ; I have a profound reſp. & for you, maddin z your | 
kevs, madam; don't de frighted, maan; I'm the moſt 
of a :entleman ; ; [Searching ber pockets.) I his necklace, 


madam; I never was ode to any la ' I have a venere. 


n for this neckla e- Archer ta Gibbet by the collar, ; 


| pa 5 up his h els. and claps the piſtol to bt: bre A. | 


Arch. Hold, profane villain, and take the reward of : 


thy ſacrilege. | 
e.. Oh! pray, fir, don't kill me ; I an't « prepared. | 


Arch. How many are there of 'em, Scrub? 
Scrub. Five-and- torty, fir. = 
Ach. Then 1 mult Kall the 2 to have him out tof : 


my WAY . 
C.. Hold! he 101 tir; we are but three upon my. 
hun ur. | 


Arch Scrub, with» you 1 to fcc him ? 2 
Serub. Not |, fir ; kill him, bill him. * 
Arch. Run to Gipſey 85 chamber, there you'll f. 4 the. s 


doctor; bring bim hither preſently. [ Ex. Scrub, ; running. 
| Coons, r-gur, if you have a ihort prayer, ſay it. 


5 


.. Sir, I have no prayer at all; the e 
bas provided a chap lain to ay prayers for us on _ - 
occihons, | | 
Mrs. Sl. Pray, fir, don” c ki him: :—You fright me ay © 
much as him. 

rh. The dog ſhall tis, modo, for being. the de- 


caſion of my We this moment 16 


Four laſt. | | 
Gi. Sir, Pil give \ vou two hundred * 10 ſpare 


my life. 


Arch. Have 10 no more, raſcal | 1 ws 
Gb. Yes, fir, I can command four 3 but 1 


muu beine to of em to ſave my life at the ſefbons. 


Enter Scrub and Foigard. | 
treb. Here, doctor: I fu ppoſc Scrub and you, between 5 


- 2 may — bim: — av hold of him. 


| [Foigard lays hold 8 
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g Gib. W hat! turn'd over to the prieſt already 15 
| Lovk'e, dactor, you come before yous: time; ; 4 an t con- 


demn'd yet, | thank ye. 


Foig. Come, my dear joy, I vil ſecure your budy we) = = 
your | oul too; I will make ſy a | rey catholick, 8 
give you an ablo u: on. 1 5 
Si. Ab! folution Can you procure me a pardon, | 


; L doQtor? Og Foig. No, juy.—— 


Cib. Then you and your abſolution may go to the devil. 
Arch. Convey him into the cellar, there bind him. 


Take the pottol, and it he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot him thro? 
the head, —and come back to us with all the e you 
"Rank. Ay, ay; come, goddor, 00 you hold him faſt, 


5 abe Pil guard him [Excunt Scrub, Gib. and Feig · Z 


Mrs. Ful. But how came tt e doctor? 
_ Arch. lu ſhort, madam—|Shricging ai Hut.] Sdeath ! 


the rogues are at work with the other ladies: —=Pm vex d 
I paried with the piſtol; but I muſt fly to their affilance— | 
: Will you ftay here, madam, or venture yourſelf with-me? 


Mrs. $z/. O, with you, dear fir, with you. 


: [Takes him by the arm, and e „ 
Enter md and Bagihot with favords drawn, dragg- 1 


| ing in lady Bounti ul and Dorinda. 
| Hurſ Come, come, your jew: is, miſtreſs. 
Bag. Your keys, your keys old gentiew oman. ; 
Enter Aimwell, 1 | 5 
Aim. Turn this way, villains; 1 durſt engage! an army 


5 8 io ſuch a cauſe. _ [He ergages em * | 


* 2 and Mrs. Sullen. 


Arch. Hold, bold, my lord; every man his bird, pray. 


[T hey engage man to man ; th rogues are thrown down- 
— Shall we kill the rogues ? 
Him. No, no; we'll bind them. 
Arcb. Ay,ay; ; here madam, lend me your garter. 


| [7o Mrs. Sullen, e ſtands by. *. | 
Mrs. Sal. The devil's in this fellow ; he fights, loves, 
FO and banters ll in a breath: here's a cord that the rogues 


brought with 'em, I ſuppoſe. 


Arch. Right, right, the rogue's defliny, a rope to 


barg himſelf — Come, my lord, —this is but a ſcan- 


dalous fort of an office, ¶ Bindinę the rogues together] if 
our adventures ſhould end in this fort of hangman-work ; | 


but I hope there is ſomething in proſpe & that— Euter 
— Well, Scrub, have you ſecured your Trin! 


— * » 


. * 
4 
£ 


2 eipal—  - 
no while ſhe's burried between the palpitation of her 


of her ſpirits are at high flood: 
feet, ſpeak ſome romantick nonſenſe or other ; — confound | 
her ſenſes, bear dow a. her reaſon, and away with her ;— 
[ - "The prief i is now in the ce:lar, and dare not refule to io . 
: the Work. 
. But bow ſhall I get off without being 3 BS 


; would be gratifled fur the ſervices 


bk wo 5 commands: ? 


. +. . © _. un 2. A 
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Scrub. Yes, ſir, I left the prieſt and bim Giſputing 


about religion. 


Aim. And pray carry theſe — to reap the be- 


3 - bar of the controverſy. ' [Scrub leu em our. 


Mrs. Sul. Pray, ier, how came my loid here? 
Dor. And pray, how came the gentleman here ? 


Mrs. Sal. Pi tell you the greateſt piece of villainy + 


by They talk in Jumb ſhow, 
"Mw 1 hon Archer: you b. ve been more — = 


Y in your adventure than the houſe-breakers. 


Arch, No matter for my adventure, yours is the prin- 
Preſs her this minute to marry you, 


fear, and the joy of her d. lirerance, now while the tide 
throw yourſelf at her 


. Arch. You a lover! and not find a b way to get — 


kc” 5 me ſee. 


Aim, Yeu bleed, Archer. g 
Arch, *Sdeath, Pm glad on't ; this wound will do the - 


& i buſineſs—T 11 amuſe the old lady and Mrs. Sullen about 
23 dre fling my wound, while you carry off Dorinda. 


L. s Gentlemen, could we ur derſtand ow you : 


__ _£rch, Come, come, my lady, this i is no time for com- 


pliments; I'm wounded, madam. 


L. Bun, and Mrs. Sul. How! wounded ! 

Dor. I hope, fir, you have received no hut? 

Aim. None but what you may cure, [ Makes hee. 3 

L. Bov:, Let me fee your arm, fir, — I mutt have fome 
powder. ſugar to ſtop the hlyod — O me! an asl gaſh, 


upon my word, fir, you mult go into bed. 


Arch. Ay, my lady, a b:d would do very well - 
Madam, | 7s Mrs. Sullen] will you do me tae hoes 10 


conduct me to a chamber. 


L. Bouu. Do, do, daughter, — —hile l get the linr, 
aud the probe, any plailler ready. | 
[Runs out ne way, Aimwell carries off Dorinda another. 

Arch. Come, madam, why don't you obey your m- 


PR | Mrs 


ov 
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Mrs. Sul. How can you, after what | is paſt, have the 


confidence to#ik we? 


Arch. And if you go to chat, how can you, after what 
is paſt, have the confidence to deny me ?—— Was not 


this blood ſhed in your defence, and my life expoſed for : 
your protection? —Lock'e, madam, I'm none of your to- 
waw'ick fools, that fight giants and monſters for nothing; 


my valour is don 2 Swilk; ;T am a foldier of fortaue, 
1 and muſt be paid, 


Mrs. Sal. Tis ungenerous in n you, fr, to  upbraid we 


5 wich your ſervices. 


Arch. Tis ungenerous in you, madam, r not to reward 
em. 


Mrs. Sul. How ! at the expence of my honour... 


Arch. Honour! Can honour conſiſt with n 
If you would deal like a woman of honour, do like a 
man of hovour :; ops: think I would deny you in fuch a 
caſe? --: x Sipſey. SH 
Si. Madam, my lady order'd me to tell you, that your 
brother is below at the gate. 5 | 


Mrs. Sal. My brother! 3 praiſed RN "5 


9 Thall thank you for your ſervices ; he has it in his N 


Arch. Who is your brother, madarn 5 DO 
Mrs. Sul. Sir Charles F:eeman : - You'll a 


me, fir; I muſt go and receive =—_ [Exits 


Arch. Sir Charles Freeman! Sdeath EY NO Pr 


IM old acquaintance, Now, uuleſs Aimwell bas 3 
made good uſe of his time, all our f. ir m gors | 
5 foule i into the ſea, like an ediſtone. [Exit 


8 c E NE charges to ib gaider y in * beuſe. 
Enter Aimwell aus Dorinda. 


. Well, well, my lord, you have conquered; your | 
ite generous aQion will, J hope, pied for ny caſ, yreld- 


ing; thouvgh-I muſt own, your , bad a friend in 
the tort before. 


Aim. The ſweets of H, bla dwell up on her tongur—— 
Here, ——— 
unter Foig. re 70. web: a buk. 
"Face: Are you: pated b: 


Dor. I'm teac y: bu firtl, my «hk rd, one word— 1 4 ; 
a frightful exam, le of a batty marriage in my own fa- | 


milly; hen I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. Pray, oy if 
led, conſider a little ——— 


Aim. Contider ! Do you d- ubt my or wy love? 
Der. Neither; 1 do beiieve you equally Juſt as brave— 


Aad 


i 


_— _- 


 eminous look. 


\ 
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; And were your whole ſex drawn out for me to chuſe, L 5 

ſhould not caſt a look upon the multitude if you were ab- 
ſent— But, my lord, I'm a woman; c-lours, conceal» 
ments may hide a thouled faulrs in me- therefore know 


me better firit ; I hardly dare affi m know 2 any 


ting except my love. 


Aim. Such goodneſs who . ;ajure | 1 find myſelf 5 


unequal to the taſk of villain; the has gain'd my ſoul, 

and made it honeſt like her own 

| Afide.] Doctor, retire, [Exiz Foigard.] Madam, * 
bduold your lover, and your proſelyte, and judge of mp 
| paſhon by my converſion — I'm all a lie, nor date I give 
2 fiction to your arms —I'm all a counterfeit, * wy - 


cannot hurt her, 


paſſion. 
5 Dor. Forbid it, heaven ! A eb! = 
Aim, I am no lord, but a poor teedy man, come wich a 


> mean; a a ſcandalous defgv to prey upon your fortune: — 
But the beauties of your mind and p:rion have fo won me 
from myſelf, that, like a truily ſervant, [ * the 1 inte- 
reſt of my miſtreſs to my own. 


Dor. Pray, fir, who are you ? 

Aim. Brother to the man whoſe title I ufurp'l, but lan- 3 
er 0 his honour or his fortune. : 
" ties. Matchleſs honeſty ! —Once I was proud, fir, of 

ur wealth and title, but now am prouder that you want 


Þ: now I can ſhew, my love was juſtly level,” d, and had 7 
no aim but love. Doctor, come in. 8 


Enter Foigard at one door, Gipley at * who . 
ae 55 
Your pardon, f ir; we than't want you now, ſir. You 


| muſt excuſe me I'll wait on you preſenily [ Ex. vit Gip. | 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, now, dis is foolifh. [Lit. 


Aim. Gone! and bid the pneſt depar. 
| Enter Archer. | 
Arch. Courage, Tom——Shall I wiſh you joy! % 
Aim. No. 

| Arch. Oons ! man, whe he you 1 doing ? 
Aim. O Archer, m; honeſty, I fear, has ruin'd me. 


Arch. How! Aim. I havy diſcover'd myſelf. 
Arch. Diſcover'd! ard withour my conſent ? what'? 


* It has an 


bave I embark'd my ſmall remains in the ſame bottom 
with yours, and you diſpoſe of al without my partnerſhip? 


Aim. © Archer, lown my fault. 


Arch. Alter conviction—'tis then too late for pardon— 
Tou may 8 Mr. Aimw ell, that * propoſed. 
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this folly — As you begun, ſo end it—Henceforth ru | 


hunt my fortune fingle——fo farewel. 


| beliere ſhe will be juſt. | (been. 
Arch. To herſelf, I warrant her, as ; you Gould have 
Aim. By all my hopes ſhe comes, and ſailing comes. 


Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a minute. 


Aim. Stay! What to be deſpiſed, expoſed, and lavgh'd 
at !-—No, I wou'd ſooner change conditions with the. 
_ wortt of the rogues we juſt now bound, than bear one 
 fornful ſmile from the — — that once 1 * : 
_ as my equal. | 


Aim. What knight 2 


Arch. Sir Charles F re man, baer to the lady 4 
I had almott=-—— But no matter for that, tis a curſed 
night's work, and fo I leave you to make the belt ont. 
Ain. Freeman one word, Archer. Still I have 
hopes; methought ſhe received my confeſſion with plea- 
Arcb. 'Sdeath, who doubts it? [ ſure. 


Aim. She conſented after to the match; and gill 1 dare 


Enter Dorinda gay. 


. Der. come, my dear lord—l fly . impatievce to 
£2 your arms——'T he minutes of my abſence was a tedicus 
year. Where's this prieft ? Emer Fuigard. 


Irch. Quns, a brave girl! 


Dor. Come, prieſt, do your office. 


Arch Make haſte, make haſte; couple 'em any way. | 
[Tales Aim's H] Come, madam, Fo to give yu 


Dor. My mind's alter'd; I won t. Arcb. Eh— 

Ain. I'm confounded. | 

 Foig. Upon my ſoul, and ſois wy thelf, 

Arch, What's the matter now, madam ? | 

Dor. Looak'e, fir, one generous action deſerves ano- 
ther. This gentleman's honour obliged him to hide 


nothing from me; my juſtice engages me to conceal no- 
thing from him: in ſhort, fir, you are the prerſen that 
vou thought you counterſeited ; ; you are the true Lord 
Viſcount Aimwell, and I wiſh your lordſhip joy. Now, 
prieſt, you may be gone; if my lord is now pleaſed wr h 

the match, let his lordſhip marry me in the face of the 


Ain. Arch zer, what does the mean ? (Word, 
Dor. Here's a witneſs for my tiuth. 
Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 
Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimwell, I with you joy. 


My TX ſuppole, 4 lord, this gentleman i is privy to our 
affairs? | 
Areb. Yes, yes, madam, Pm to be your b. 


3 by {Takes Dorinda's Band. 
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Aim. Of what? | 


Sir Ch, Of your honour and eſtate. Your brother f 
died the day defors I left London; and all your friends 


have writ after you to Bruſſels; among the reſt I did — 
| ſelf the honour. p 


Arch. Heark'e, fir knight, don't you banter now 2 
Sir Ch, Tis truth, upon my honour, 


Aim. Thanks to the — ttars chat form'd this 


accident, 


Arch, Thanks . to the womb of time that brought it 


forth; away with it, 


Aim. Thanks to my guardian nl that led me to the 


Arch. And double thanks to the noble Sir, Charles 


E Freeman. My lord, I wiſh you j . My lady, I wiſh 
you joy, ——Egad, Sir Charles, you're the honeſteſt fel- _ 
low liviog.— 'Sdeath, I'm grown — airy upon this 
matter 
don't you remember ſomething of a previous agreement, 
that entitlesme to the moiety ofthis lady's fortune, which, 
I think, will amount to. ten thouſand pounds? | 


My lord, how d'ye ? 


A word, my lord: 


A:m. Not a penny, Archer : you would ha' cut my | 


throat juſt now, becauſe I would not deceive this lady. 


Ach. Ay, and Il cut your throat — if you — 2 
5 deceive her now. = 


Aim. That's what I expect; and to end the dilpure, 


the lady's fortune is twenty thouſand pounds, we'll divide E 


ſtakes; take the twenty thouſand, pounds, or the lady. 
Dor. How! is yeur lordſhip ſo indifferent ? 
| Arch. No, no, no, madam, his lordſhip knows very 


well, that Pl take the money ; I leave you to his lord- 


ſhip, and ſo v we're both prorided for, 
| Enter Foigard. 26 

FHoig. Ara fait, de people do ſay you FR all cobb/d,j joy. 
Aim. The ladies have been in ſome danger, ir, as you 
_ Foig. Upon my ſhoul our inn be rob too. [faw. 
Aim. Our inn! by whom? 


Feig. Upon my ſhalwation, our landlord has robbed f 
bimte lf, and run away wid da mobey, . 
Arch. Robb'd himlelt! 
Foig. Av fait! and me too of a hundred pounde. 
Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred pounds! 
Foig. Yes fait, honcy, that I did owe to him, 
Ain. Our money's gone, Frank, _ | 
Arch. Rot the money, my wench is .. | 
0 quelque "en ac Cite: at 2 2 | 
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Enter Tapſter with a ft rong box and a litter. 
7. ap. Is there one Martin here ? 
Arch, Ay, ay——who wants him? - 
Tap. I e! a bx here and a letter for him. MY 
Arch. [Taking the box.] Ha, ha, ha! What's here? 
R 1 By this light, my lord, our money again! 
But this unfolds the riddle. [Opening the letter, readi.] 
Hum, bum, bum—O, 'tis for the — good, and mutt 
de communicared to the com pany. | 
Mr. Marth, PO x 
5 Mr father being afraid of an im 8 ment by the rogues : 
__ ** that are taken to-nig hz, is gone off; but if you can 
procure 2 pardon, he'll make great diſcoveries that may 


de uſe ful to the country : Could I have met you inſtead of 3 4 


your maſter to-night, I would have delivered myſelf into 


your hande, with a ſum that much exceeds that in your 7 
fſtrong dox, which 1 have ſent you, with an aſſu trance tomy _ | 
dear Martin, that I ſhall ever be his moſt faithful friend 


till death, Cherry Boniface. 
There's a dillet-dous for yh for the father, 1 


| think he ought to be encouraged, and for the daughter— 


Pray, my lord, perſuade your bride to take her 1 into her . 
5 ſervice. 


Ain. I can aſfure you, made, your celiverance was £ 
; owing to ber diſcovery, 5 

Dor. Your command, my bord, will do without the | 
5 obligation. Pil take care of her. _ - 
Sir Ch, This gcod company meets opportunely 3 in fa. 


| your of a deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate ſifter ; 


T intend to part her from her huſband. ——Gentlemen, 
will you aſſiſt me? 
A.reb. Aſſiſt you! "death, who would not? 
Foig. Ay, upon my ſhoul, we'll all aſhill, 
Enter Sullen. 


Su. Whar's all this ?—They rel] me, ſp ue that y you 
; had like to have been robd'd. 


Mis. Su“. 'Truly, ſpout:, F was pretty near it—has | N 


nor theſe two gentlemen interpoſed. 
Sul. How came theſe gentl: man here? 
Mrs. Sw. That's his Way of returning thanks, you 
muſt know. 
Foig. Ay, but upon my conſhience de queſtion be 2— 
propos for all dat. 
Sir Ch. You promiſed laſt vight, fir, that you would 


deliver your lady to me this morn 3 | 
Sul. Humph | 1 | a 


- 


* n 
” a 5 5 y g 
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: "ad Humph ! what do you mean by humph !—— _ 
Sir, you ſhall deliver her — In ſhert, fir, we bave ſaved 
thy and your family; and if you are not civil, we'll un- 


ind the rogues, join with 'em, and ſet fire to your * | 


What does the man mean? Not part with his wife! 


Foig. Arra, not part wid your wife! upon my ſhoul 


de man doſh not underſtand common thiviluy. | 
Urs. Sul. Hold, gentlemen, all things here muſt move 

1 by conſent; cumpuilion would tpoil us: ler my dear and 
I talk the matter over, and you ſhell judge it between us. 


Sul. Let me know firſt who are tu be our * — — 


Pray, fir, who are you 


Sir Ch. I am Sir Charles 8 come to take away | 


"your wn. Sul. And you, good fir? 
Am. Thomas Viſcount Aimwell, come to * away 
pour filler. Sal. And you, pray ſir? 


Arch. Francis Archer, E q come 
Sal. To take away my mother, I hee 


_ you're heartily welcome: I never met with three more 
oblig og people fince I was born 
5 if you ple ſe, you ſhall have the firſ word. 


And now, = dear, 


Arch. And the lalt, for five pounds. 5 . 
Mrs. Sul. S;,oulr. 5 $41. Rib. — 


Mrs. Sul. hñow long have ; ou been n 5 
Sul. By the almanack, fourteen months but * my | 


 aecount, fourteen Fears. 


Mrs. dal. *Tis thereabout by my * 2 
Poeig. Upon my conſliicnce deir accounts vil agree. 5 
Mrs. Sal. Prey, ſpouſe, what did you marry | _? 
Sul. To get an heir io my eſtate. 

Sir Ch. And have you jucceeced ? Sul. No. 
Arch. The condition fails of his lide. — Prax, madam, 


wha! did you marry for ? 


Mrs. Sl. To ſupport the weakneſs of my ſex by the 
firergth of his, and to enjoy the pleaſures of an | agporable 
ſociety. 

Sir . Are your expeRtations anſwer'd ? 
| Mrs Sub. No. 

Foig. Arra honeys, 1 clear caſe, aclear * 

Sir. What are the bars to yuur mutual contentment 7 


| Airs. Sul. In the firſt place, I can't diink ale with bim | 

Sal. Nor cen I drivk tea with her. 9 | 
Mrs. Sal. I can't hunt with you. 
Sul. Nor can | dance with you, 


Irs. Sal. I hate cocking and racing. 


Sul. And f abhor cmbee and picquet. =” Mrs. 


1 4 — 


4 2 « n 5 


* —— * . . 5 ” 
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Mrs - Sal. Your ſilence is iatolerable. 
Sul. Your prating is worſe. 


Mrs. S/. 10 there on earth a OO we can eee in 7 | 
SY Sul. Yes | 4 


to part. 
Mrs. &/. With all my heart. 
Sul. Yourhand. = 9» Sul. Here. 


Sul. Tbeſe bat ds join'd us, theſe thall part ur—Away. | 


Ss. Sol. Eaſt, Sul. Welt. 


e North. 
Sul. South; far as the poles aides 


| Foig. Upon my ſhoul, a very pret'y r 


Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants oaly my ſiſter's 
bard to make us eaſy. 0 
ul. Sir Charles, you love your ſiſter, and. Llove her 4" 
fortune ; ; every one to his fancy. - "ol 


_ Arch! Then you won't — 
Sul. Nut u ſtiver. | 

Arch. What is her portion ? 6 
Sir Ch. T'-n thoufand pounds, ſir. 


Alreb. Il pay it: my lore, I thank him, has 854 „ 
te me, and if the lady pleaſes, he ſhail go home wW th me. | 
This night's adventure has prov'd ſtrangely lucky to us 
all—PFor Captain Gibbet, in his walk, has made bold, 
Mr. Sullen, with your ſtudy and Grating: and has wken = 
_ out all the writings of y-ur eſtate, all the articles of |. 
marriage with your lacy, bills, bonds, leaſes, receipts, ww. 

an infinite value; I toc K em fr. m him, and will ** 
them to Sir Charies: ets | 
Sul. How, my iitings! my head aches. conſumedly. 5 
Well, ge 3 n, you ſha.l have ber fortune, but 85 : 
cant talk, If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to be me! ry, = 
and celeb:ate my fi:ter?s aedding and my divorce, you |} 
may command my houſe! but my head akes con ſumed- 5 
5 Scrub, bring me a dram. : 85 


Fig. And put a ſup in the top for myſelf. 


[ Exit Forgard and Sullen. 


= 1 »Taould be hard to guets which of thele parties 


is the better plealed, the coup le joiu'd, or the couple parte 5 
ed; the one rejoicing in hopes of au untaſled happ neſs, |} 
and the other in their deliverance hom aa — —— 


mil 
"Both have in their ferret ſtates, we 1 


Thoſe parted by conſent, and thoſe conjoin d. 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the lawyer's fee; 
Conſent | is law enough to ſet you free. 
T H — * N D. | 
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